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PREFACE. 



Having been assured by several too partial 
friends that the following Poems have some tri- 
fling degree of merit, a truth I am not able to 
persuade myself of, I have resolved to submit 
them to the FubHc, for it to decide. Not, cer- 
tainly, without considerable fear of its opinion, 
for I confess, (humiliating as it may appear to 
some more daring spirits,) that I do not set criti- 
cism at defiance, and affect to be invulnerable to 
its castigations — very far from it ; and I trust that 



in reviewing this first humble effort of my muse, 
it will point out its numerous faults with candour, 
but still " more in sorrow than in anger," and if 
there is one poetic idea, only one, it will gene- 
rously acknowledge it. I must allow the poems 
have already done as much for me, as I ought rea- 
sonably to expect; having beguiled many, many 
hours, which would otherwise have been oppres- 
sively tedious ; robbed sickness of its languor, and 
solitude of its gloom'; and should they have the 
same effects, only partially, on any one who may 
take the trouble to peruse them, their author will 
be more than repaid. 



Any person wishing to set Music to the Songs 
in this work, and publish them, may obtain per- 



XI 



mission to do so from the author, by application 
to Messrs. Saunders and Otley, (except the song 
of " Beauty, Love, and Hope," which has ah-eady 
been set to Music by Mr J. Willis, of 75, Lower 
Grosvenor-street,) by acknowledging from whence 
they obtained them. 



POEMS. 



SUGGESTED BY THE LATE KING'S DESIRE TO SEE 
ONCE MORE THE WATERLOO BANNER. 

Again hia hands the banners grasp, and glory lit 

his eye : 
Thank God, I've lived once more to dlasp the flag 

of victory ! 
Go, bear to noble Wellington his dying monarch's 

prayer — 
Long may he live, his country's pride, and all its 

triumphs share ! 
Stem Death has lopp'd off many a branch, but 

spared the valiant head. 
Since from thy plains, fair Waterloo, my foes de^ 

feated fled. 



And Peace, the bride of Victory, led by the con- 
quering hand . 

Of Wellington, brought its offspring, Joy, to glad 
this glorious land ! 

Tell him, when I shall cease to be, to guard its 
sacred rights. 

And lend again the dauntless arm that's " won a 
hundred fights ; " 

Should •envious nations dare invade the spot where 
freedom dwells : 

Whose boasted hope of victory his fearful name 
dispels. 

Dispersing them, with shame and scorn, his con- 
quest to deplore. 

To spread the terror of that name to earth's re- 
motest shore ! 

The bosoms that ne'er beat before for honour or 
renown, 

Warm'd by that name, in crowds will rush to 
guard old England's crown ; 



And days of vanish'd chivalry, which ardent 

hearts deplore. 
Shall shine with brighter lustre now, than e'er 

they did of yore ! 
In this last mortal hour, I feel the fond assurance 

still. 
In memory of triumphs past, each duty he'll 

fulfil; 
Guarding the throne, where William sat, with 

such a holy zeal 
As none but men of his renown, and real patriots 

feel! 
I go to meet the " King of kings," with faith 

and hope replete. 
To save for him, at God's right hand, a bright, 

eternal seat : 
Tell him, the king he served so well, impatient 

will attend 
The advent there of Wellington — his Hero, and 

his Friend ! 
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THE WIFE. 

Onb, two, and three — O hours of misery ! 
Ye tardy moments, swifter, swifter flee ! 
Mine eyes are weary, yet refuse to sleep ; 
Sad watchers, holding their lone post to weep. 
Now bends mine ear, to catch his echoing feet. 
But all is silent, save my heart's loud beat ! 
Vain hope ! that daily feeds that wretched heart, 
^yhen will your train of flattering dreams depart? 
Each instant proves thy dangerous fallacy 
But mocks the aching soul that trusts to thee ! 
In vain ye bid me on your light wings soar. 
He has forgot all he adored before. 
But, ** woe is me ! " tenacious memory dwells 
peep in the heart — ^AflTection's sentinels ! 
Will no unkindness teach thee, yielding heart. 
To act a haughtier, less submissive part } 
Still art thou prone to throb with extacy. 



Should conscience speed him, penitent, to thee ! 
To g^rant forgivennesa, ere the boon be ask. 
But ob ! to pardon is love's holiest task ! 
The triumpb o'er despair, alas ! bow brief; 
And hope expires, ere it obtains belief ! 
Short the delight my tender heart enjoys. 
Domestic love bis sated bosom doys : 
Pleasure again allures him from my arms. 
And wanton joy spreads its seductive charms ; 
Gay laughter mocks my agonizing tears. 
And mimic scorn derides my anxious fears. 
Deception bolds from him the trembling lines. 
That fondly paint how my lone bosom pines 
To pour my sorrows in his pitying ear. 
And feel affection kiss the lingering tear. 
The night unsocial steals unheeded by ; 
No friendly slumber seals this languid eye : 
If 'chance I doze, my jealous dreams pourtray 
The brighter charms that woo'd his heart to stray; 
Tormenting voices whisper of their joy. 



And care's short respite from despair destroy. 
I start from slumber with such ang^h fraught^ 
And deem less wretchedness my waking thoughts 
Could my fond mother but behold me now. 
Who late, triumphant, blest the nuptial vow ! 
(No selfish sorrow marr'd the cloudless day 
That bore me from her sheltering arms away :) 
Like a worn robe, neglected, cast aside, — 
I — I, the fond, the flatter'd, long-sought bride ! 
(Ekich youthful thought confused with boundless 

bliss. 
And gorgeous promise of long happiness,) 
How would she mourn o'er her deserted child. 
And curse the perjurer, in accents wild ! 
No ! no ! not curse ! my prayer should deprecate 
And turn to pitying love her keenest hate; 
Like me she would deplore, like me lament. 
And bow to the behest, in mercy sent; 
And mingle prayers-^not, not bestow'd in vain — 
That heaven would guide him to his home again. 



DelusioB ! friendly to declining age. 

The pangs of dying nature still assoage ! 

liCt her still deem her sorrowing child most blest. 

In the dear shelter of a husband's breast: 

My hopeless anguish never shall molest 

The calm, religion lends her peaceful breast ; 

In sweet deception lead her to the tomb, 

Ungrieved by knowledge of my luckless doom. 

Soon, dearest mother, this worn breast will crave 

No other boon but to partake that grave. 

Pensive, absorbed in this sad reverie. 
Regardless what the cheerless hour might be, 
The hollow moaning of the plaining wind 
Was consonant to her dejected mind. 
Her listless eye mark'd not the feeble grey. 
That usher'd in another hateful day ; 
When soft the door obeys his trembling hands — 
Lo ! at her feet a penitent he stands ! 
Her upraised hand he seized, chill'd with alarm. 
And strove to warm it 'neath his feverish palm. 
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His word was choked by a convnlsiye sfgh ; 
A tear-drop slamber'd in his haggard eye. 
Ready to wake at the least unkind look 
His self-accusing conscience could not brook. 
" I've been the veriest wretch ! " he wildly cried ; 
" A syren lured me from thy gentle side; 
" But I have flung her witcheries away, 
" And loath the charms that could my faith betray. 
" Can'st thou forgive? can'st thou again believe, 
" Nor curse the monster that could thus deceive ? 
" Thou curse ? no, no ! I know thy heart too well ; 
" There meekest thoughts of pity only dwell ! 
" The holy tear that dims thy speaking eye 
** Will blot thy husband's crimes from memory ! 
" But no delusion can my woes abuse, 
" For they are tinged in never-fading hues ! 
" Thy sweet, forgiving smile will lend a pang 
** To cruel conscience' barb'd and poison'd fang ! 
" How oft with shame this contrite breast has 
bum'd. 



'* As banish'd thoughts of purer loves retum'd ; 

" 'Mid the delirium of ignoble mirth, 

** A hoher feeling struggled into birth ; 

** Virtue to my polluted bosom came, 

*' And memory breathed thy long-forgotten name ! 

*' Thy meek, thy uncomplaining form arose, 

" In sacred contrast to thy vicious foes ; 

" Like gentle messenger from heaven sent, 

" To lure me back to peace, to love, content." 

Her quivering Up in vain essay'd to tell 

The bliss that every panting pulse did swell. 

Sorrow can find a busier tongue than joy ; 

Can paint each harrowing pang that brings annoy. 

Can fond dilate on every shaft of woe 

That wrings the breast with pain's extremest throe ; 

Seeming to find a short relief from pain. 

To clothe its woe in words, and fond complain ! 

Bat gladness hides, concealed in the coy breast. 

In bashful silence, secret, unconfest. 

As if it fear'd each word a wing might prove. 
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To waft it from that paradise of love ! 
Around his neck her trembling arms she threw. 
And to his throbbing bosom nearer grew ; 
Soft on that breast her happy head reclined. 
And every sorrow fled her tranquil mind. 
Tlie ardent kiss that met her cheek's bright glow, 
Drew an oblivious veil o'er long- wept woe ; 
Twined in his arms, again she slept serene. 
Still, still he mused how sadly wrong'd she'd been; 
Contrition wrung his agonizing soul. 
Hot fell the the tear he could no more control ; 
An anguish'd prayer burst from his fait* ring 

tongue. 
As o'er his beauteous wife he sorrowing hung : 
That soul-breathed prayer marked his repentance 

true, 
And calm he slept by that pure being too. 
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MARY. 

Ah ! dread'st thou to approach the bed. 

Where restless lies that lovely head ? 

who could fear contagion's snare, 

When it assumes a form so fair? 

Has thy unpitying eye no tear ? 

Feels thy cold heart no throb of fear ? 

Has thy unfriendly lip no prayer. 

To faltering plead to Heaven to spare ? 

Away ! — away! and leave me lone. 

To hush each agonizing groan ! — 

To drink each tear from that frenzied eye. 

And wildly hope with her to die. 

Where should expiring beauty rest. 

Save on affection's anxious breast ? 

What other eye durst linger near. 

To mark its last, most sacred tear ? 

Mary ! must that radiant eye 

No more illume my destiny ? 
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Oh ! have I slept love's dearest sleep. 
To wake its vanish' d dream to weep ? 
There is no hope ! — 1 see it now, 
Stampt on thy fixt, thy marble brow ! 
Yet O ! in mercy, softly say. 
Thou may'st not yet be torn away ! 
There is no hope ! — ^that hectic look 
My too-believing heart mistook 
For roseate health, that whisper'd me 
Long years of bliss — no more to be ! 
There is no hope ! — those fond eyes tell 
They're gazing now their long farewell! 
O too, too loved ! thou biddest me 
Through life still to remember thee ! 
Remember thee ^-j--^ • fear not I 
Could ever lose such memory ; 
The bitter boon of lingering thought 
Has been, alas ! too dearly bought ! 
Spring's flow'rets fade ; the sun may set- 
The mother her first-bom forget — 



13 

Love cease to gaze on beauty's eye — 

Ere I forget thy memory ! 

There is no hope ! — they bid me go. 

And quit this scene of direst woe : 

They bid me the despair control. 

That rends my agonizing soul. 

Vain fools ! — ^Vain fools ! to deem that I 

Should shun with my adored to die ! 

No ! I will suck thy burning breath. 

Conscious 'tis wing'd with loathsome death. 

! I should hail the throbbing pulse 

That did this wretched frame convulse ; 

Secure that "fevery anguish'd throe 

Led to the end of earthly woe ! 

My heart ne'er claim'd a boon from thine, 

But, ere I spake, the gift was mine ; 

And will thy love turn niggard now. 

Nor grant this earnest, soul-fraught vow ? 

Breathe on my heart thy fatal breath ; 

Deny me not thy envied death : 
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Thy tear, thy smile, thy thrilling kiss, 
ril hate, if thou refuse me this ! 
How cruelly they falsely lie. 
That tell glad pleasure's moments fly ! 

had they watch'd love's dying hed. 
They'd know 'twere grief's that swiftly fled ! 
In breathless terror I essay 

To bid the fleeting moments stay ; 
Too sure that ere the mom appears 

1 shall be left to ceaseless tears ! 
That look ! where resignation glows. 
Reproves the tear that wildly flows ! 
It whispers re-united love. 

In tearless, deathless realms above ! 
She rais'd her head, and on my breast 
Sank to her everlasting rest : 
Her latest thought — ^be it forgiven — 
I stole, in agony, from heaven ! 
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THE MAGDALEN. 

Tis Bhaine has dimm'd this rayless, tear-franght 

eye. 
And stampt this fever-spot on my sunk cheeks; 
And keen remorse awakes the anguish'd sigh. 
That hidden sorrow but too plainly speaks. 
Hew joyous fled my onsuspecting youth ! 
For I was gay, was beautiful, like thee ; 
'Till falsehood stole the artless guise of truth ; 
Then basely hurl'd to scorn and infamy ! 
Coald the fond mother but behold me now, 
Who wept ecstatic at her darling's birth. 
Bereft of all, with death-chill on my brow. 
And my sole pillow the unfriendly earth, 
Surely a curse from her pale lips would break. 
In retribution on this guilty head; 
Who home, and peace, and virtue could forsake, 
For one who pointed where destruction led ! 
My mother ! — O that venerated name !— 
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And could' St thou curse in thy distraction wild ? 
No! though I wrung thee with remorse and 

shame, 
Still had'st thou hlest thy poor repentant child ; 
Tho' spum'd hy all mankind, to thee still dear. 
Those trembling, fond, expanding arms had prest, 
While silent fell compassion's tender tear. 
The wandering outcast to thy sorrowing breast ! 
How oft thy lips thank'd heaven for its sweet boon', 
As, calm in innocence, I smiling lay ; 
Did naught predict, thy bud of beauty soon. 
Allured by vice, would fall its easy prey ? 
Sweet, gentle mother, thou that pang wer't sav'd! 
Still memory's dreams revive the warm caress, ' 
That fond affection deeply there engrav'd. 
When I was pure, and worthy thee to bless ! 
O if thou'rt conscious of my dark misdeed. 
If aught impure can reach yon heaven above. 
In mercy, mercy, my repentance plead. 
And come, an angel wing'd with pardoning love! 
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Young eyes will gaze on this neglected form. 
And read distraction in this haggard face ; 
Yet, yet, unheed the dark, the louring storm 
Soon to overwhelm them in alike disgrace ! 
Cbuld my sad fate hut save one trusting heart 
From base, deceptive man's insidious snare. 
Sweet would it medicate the rankling smart 
That aggravates the horror of despair ! 
Come, meek-eyed Pity ! thou that ne'er didst scorn 
To drop a tear o'er the sequester'd spot. 
Where Folly's child, abandoned and forlorn. 
Serenely sleeps, her pain, and grief forgot ! 
And thou, blest mother, from thy bright abode 
To that lone grave descend, and hover near. 
To guide my trembling, erring soul to God, 
And deprecate the doom 1 dread to hear ! 
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THE DREAM. 

Captive, methought, in fever's fiery chain. 
Fierce tlirobb'd each pulse, and black grew every 

vein; 
Delirium play'd its wild fantastic part. 
And frantic grief consumed my raging heart : 
Sudden the fever left my whirring brain. 
My listless limbs forgot each racking pain. 
My aching eye-balls closed in calm repose, 
And on my soul voluptuous visions rose ! 
In blushing beauty, coy, in these fond arms 
Reclined my love, arrayed in nuptial charms ; 
Conscious of bliss supreme, entranced I lay. 
While warmest kisses on my glad lips play ; 
And faltering accents bade my heart rejoice. 
In softest semblance of her silvery voice. 
In that delicious hour, the grief of years 
Fled from my mind, with all its sighs and tears ! 
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Aiutther form assumes my wayward dream : 
Dark on my *ovl a riral's triumphs gleam. 
A bashful radiance lit her tender eyes ; 
Soft from ber bosom steal harmonious sighs ; 
Enamour'd o'er that lovely form he bends. 
As coy reluctance new endiantment lends ! 
Trembling with hope, he claims her plighted vow ;— 
Lo ! where the love that fired her eye but now ? 
Memory awakes, in her inconstant heart. 
And, cold, from lus entwining arms she starts ; 
Transfiz'd he stands, the statue of despair. 
Frantic his heart, for jealousy is there ! 
His dark eye shines with a suspended tear, 
As his vTreck'd soul deplores hopes late so dear ! 
His forehead lours as he portentous frown'd ; 
Her timid eyes in tears of grief are drown*d ; 
Those eyes ! the eyes I used to gaze upon 
Till thought of all things else was lost, was gone ! 
Sudden his eye flashed with demoniac light. 
His arm descended rapidly to strike ; 

c2 
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On xny bent ear, thrill'd an appalling scream ; — 
Tlianks, gracious heaven ! it was but a dream ! 
My gentle wife calm as an infant slept ; 
1 kiss'd her soft cheek, as with joy I wept ; 
My warm tear roused her sudden from repose. 
In placid beauty her sweet eyes unclose ! 
"Why weeps my love?" in thrilling tone she 

cried, 
" What cause for tears, unwhispered to his bride ?" 
** O, dearest ! such a dream ! such dreadful dream! 
But it is vanished, in those eyes' fond beam !" 
Smiling, she strained me to her throbbing breast. 
Where tired fancy found, serene, its rest ! 



THE INCONSTANT. 

Again we meet ! I'll smooth this aching brow. 
And look as cold, as unconcem'd, as thou ; 
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The blosh of wounded pride shall lend a rose. 
To tinge the cheek, so pale with lost repose ! 
Love, injured love, command the eye to shine. 
Nor tearful shrink as it encounters thine : 
No sigh shall heave this agitated breast. 
Bat calm appear, as new-bom babe at rest ! 
rU bid the long-neglected curls to twine. 
In ringlets, o'er this once-lov'd hce of mine ! 
Each 8weet> each fEiscinating power I'll wake 
To veil the heart thy cruelty could break ! 
rU seem the happiest of the brilliant throng. 
While mirth and gaiety inspire my song ; 
Soft music's thrilling notes I'll plaintive sound. 
Or latest in the giddy dance be found ! 
While she ! who stands unconscious by' thy side, 
In all the sparkle of a wealth-sought bride. 
That -night shall claim no fond regard from thee ; 
For thou wilt mourn thy base inconstancy ! 
Lost in amazement ! marvel not to see 
A greater, sadder, sickUer change in me ; 
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Nor guess the painfully assumed disguise. 
That screens my sorrow from thy scorning eyes ! 
For, oh alas ! I should but play a part. 
To spare a triumph to thy faithless heart ! 
Thou can' St not tell the strange, the wondroof 

power 
Of woman's pride, at that most bitter hour ; 
How she can smile away the galling tear. 
Conceal the sudden start, the pause of fear ; 
Forbid the rising, the convulsive sigh, 
And gaze around, with seeming gladsome eye ! 
Seeming, indeed ! fcHr oh ! that tortured breast 
By love, despair, and jeaknisy opprest. 
Would long to throw the hateful mask away. 
And give to agony, to grief full sway ! 
Yes ! yes ! when the abhorred scene was o'er. 
And that loved eye could scrutinize no more. 
But closed perchance in unreproachful sleep. 
Unseen by all, muse o'er thy loss, and weep : 
Yet, could'st thou sleep, and that ooe by thy side 
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Thy loathed^ detested, newly- wedded bride ? 
No ! no ! thou'dst feel a fairer, fonder breast. 
Should in thy arms be sweetly soothed to rest. 
She, she I should find, in spite thy forced carese. 
Her name is not the name thy hps would bless ; 
Her's not the form thy recreant heart would own, 
The loved, the lovely of thy bosom's throne ! 
No ! at that tranquil, ulent hour of night 
Thou'd*st nmse on one thy perfidy could blight ; 
And find thy dearly-purchased wealth and power. 
Are poor, compared to love's spontaneous dower ; 
Or should'st thou sleep, a restless, feverish dream. 
Should jealous teach thy bride, its wayward theme; 
For thou would'st murmur, in that perturb'd sleep. 
Of one would make her o'er her lost hopes weep. 



24 



REGRET. 

At midnight, when the dewy earth is hush'^d. 
And dumb'ry silence has each zephyr bound. 
When pleasure's gay-wreath'^d flowers lie cold 

and crush'd. 
And dying perfumes feintly float around ; 
When music's soft seraphic sounds are still. 
And mute the witchery of ecstatic song ; 
When bounding hope each happier breast does fiH, 
That once sped my young gladsome hours along; 
I'll pensive muse on youth's regretted years. 
And give thee all I prize, — my lonely tears ! 
When day breaks on my grief, and pearls and gold. 
Those costly follies, fashion's votaries crave. 
For which, for which, my plighted vow I sold. 
And made myself a wretched, gaudy slave, 
I must, I must — detested, dreadful task — 
Disguise the anguish of my secret pain. 
Assume the heartless world's deceptive mask. 
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And laugli in bitter, joyless scorn again ! 
And Tell from jealousy's distmstfdl eye 
The wild delirium of each anguish'd sigh ! 
The sparkling gems that bind this aching brow 
Press like convicted felons' galling chain ; 
To memorize my basely peijnred tow. 
And goad to madness my accusing brain ! 
Yet, as I thread the vile/ the flattering throng, 
A momentary triumph pride does wake, 
To list the homage echos still prolong. 
Like Indian widow, at the death-doom'd stake. 
Who firmly stifles each cunyalsiye groan. 
Until the tortured spirit quits its throne ! 
Bom of a land by superstition curst. 
She's taught to idolize the horrid rite ; 
Around her captive form the red flames burst. 
While soft-eyed virgins, envying, hail the sight ! 
Worse, worse am I ! — self-sacrificed I go ; 
The fever of despair consumes my heart ; 
I have not the panacea to my woe. 
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That sanctifies the Hmdoo widow's smart ! 
Guided by hope, she bids the world farewell, 
To seek the grave, where dark-eyed houris dwell! 
They deem me blest, because they see me shine, 
Glittering as dew, unkiss'd by ardent sky ; 
Forbid their cold, unpitying hearts divine 
That tears of anguish dim this aching eye ! 
Forbid they guess unhallow'd love does sway 
The throbbing breast where star*like gems appear; 
Or that I joyless waste each lingering day. 
In vain regret for aU that makes life dear ; 
Or that each smile that radiates this eye. 
Is bright precursor to a mournfol sigh ! 
O that once more, with innocence' ligiit breast, 
In tranquil sleep could close this streaming eye ; 
Unperjured taste the calm of holy rest. 
With thee, my husband, fondly watching by ! 
The hateful wealth, that spreads its brilliant lure, 
To charm the heart whose grief owns no control. 
But aggravates the pangs it cannot cure. 



And gilds the chain that binds my prisoned sovl. 

And makes me* all too late« abjare the hoar 

That bound me loTeleas to a tyrant's power ! 

Deep in my heart thy memory's imprest. 

Nor time's slow hand shall fret the trace away ; 

It is the anodyne that luUs to rest ! 

It is the sun-beam, waking joyoas day ! 

It is the angel of my busy dreams ! 

It is the spirit of my waking thought ! 

It is the hope past misery redeems ! 

And charms the hours with present anguish fraught ! 

TiB the glad prophet whispering future bliss. 

Won in a purer, holier world than this ! 



THE DOUBT. 

" Ah ! if that heart were mine," he cried. 
While trembling on his breast, 
" The love thou hast so long denied, 
'* Ere this thou hadst confest !" 



28 

She raised to his her seraph eyes ;-— 
Who could her anguish tell ? 
What ! could he utter such surmise 
Of one who loved too well ? 



" What brought the tear» when thou didst speak 
" Of leaving home and friends ? 
" And what, but love, o'er my pallid cheek 
" This sudden burning sends ? 



" O why affect to doubt the truth, 
" And play the tyrant's part ? 
** And, cruel, snatch from bashful youth 
" The mystery of the heart ?" 



Her small white hand lay crouch'd in his. 
Like a ball of driven snow ! 
But no ! he felt the conscious bliss 
Of love's responding glow ! 
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The pulses of those fingers told 
The passion of her heart; 
And more than language did unfold, 
TVas agony to part! 

Silent he watch'd her eye of blue. 
Where, coy, the trembling tear 
Hung glittering like the sun-Ht dew, 
That gems young beauty's bier ! 



He did not breathe, he did not move. 
For if that bright tear fell. 
The dearest dream it would dissolve, 
Otf love's enchanting spell ! 



That tear his anxious bosom calm'd, 
Destroy'd his doubt, his care ; 
And, like bewitching magic, charm'd 
The horrors of despair ! 
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At length, from her dark lash it stole. 
To hover on her cheek. 
Yet, yet, the anguish of her soul 
She did not, could not speak! 



No ! no ! she felt she could not speak ; 
Her lips could not obey ; 
She dash'd the trembler from her cheek. 
And ftlient tum'd away ! 



" Mary ! mine own ! forgive !" he cried ; 
Then stretch'd his arms to fold. 
And pour'd into her ear a tide 
Of rapture uncontrolTd ! 



And then there was another tear, — 
A softly whisper'd vow. 
Revealing that she was so dear. 
Was aU she wept for, now ! 
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Her white arm stole around his neck. 
Her cheek to his was bent ; 
And the wannest smiles her sweet lips deck. 
That ever young hope lent ! 



One long fond clasp of ecstacy. 
From his warm bosom rosh'd ; 
And in that bright and dancing eye. 
The tear of doubt was crush'd! 



THE LAST LOOK. 

A SOFT blush, of the wild-rose hue, 
Play'd o'er her cheek in death ; 
And on her sever'd lips, the dew 
Of her sweet, odorous breath. 
Her hands, meek folded on her breast,- 
Closed her soul- stealing eye ; 
She look'd like innocence at rest. 
With seraphs hovering nigh. 
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Around her loyed unconscious head. 

Fair hands had lilies shower'd; 

How beautiful the youthful dead. 

When thus by sweets embower'd ! 

As half distracted I appear'd. 

One last fond look to take. 

They whisper'd me, as if they fear'd 

Her dreadful sleep to break ! 

How solemn is the noiseless tread, — 

The low, hysteric groan 

Of mourners, watching o'er the dead. 

From which the spirit's flown ! 

Yet, yet, alas ! it cannot hear 

The sad lament of woe. 

It cannot see the ceaseless tear. 

Which from the heart does flow ! 

It cannot feel th' impassion'd kiss. 

That to its lips are given; 

Yet, yet, per chance, that last earth's bliss 

Is conscious made in heaven ! 



33 

Long months of misery are flown 

Since that last icy kiss ; 

Yet my true lips would scorn to own 

A wanner, gladlier bliss ! 

Rest, lovely girl ! in that lone spot .•- 

The eye that's weeping now. 

Tells the fond heart has not forgot 

Its first, its holiest vow ! 



THE REVERSE. 

I SAW thee in the bud of life. 

When gladly gleam'd thine eye ; 

When ev'ry thought with hope was rife^ 

And fairy prophecy! 

Ere love had taught that eye to seek. 

In timid haste, the ground; 

Or bade the varying blush bespeak 

Its deep, its cankering wound : — 

D 
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Ere love had taught thy tranquil breast 

To feel its glowing flame. 

Yet hold the secret unconfest. 

In bashfulness and shame ; 

Ere love had taught thy lips, in prayer. 

One name to softly bless ; 

And sweetly joy, that angels share, 

Thy young heart's happiness ! 

I saw thee, when the rose was fled, 

And dim the glittering eye ; 

When pensive droop'd the aching head. 

Alone, in misery ! 

When love had taught thy trusting heart 

Its faithlessness and pain ; 

And only left the sickening smart. 

To feel reproach were vain I 

When love had taught that hollow eye. 

In ceaseless woe, to weep ; 

Unlov'd, unpitied, sad to sigh, 

And lonely vigils keep. 
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I saw thee on the bed of death;' 

Glaz'd was that once bright eye. 

And burning hot the fleetmg breathy 

That heav'd convulsively. 

I saw thee laid in yon dark pit ; 

Mine was the only tear ! 

Mine the sole vow, ne'er to forget 

The beautiful — ^the dear ! 

Cold drops are gathering on my brow. 

With anguish heaves my breast^ 

Yet ah ! why should I mourn thee now ?■ 

Sweet, sweet, thou art at rest ! 

But when I hear the wild wind moan, 

Its melancholy plain 

Reminds me of thy dying groan. 

And then I weep again ! 

Thou wert too nobly, nobly bom, — 

Too splendidly alHed, — • 

For one so abject, so forlorn. 

To image thee his bride ! 

d2 
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Yet once, when I mysterious spoke, 

I saw in thy soft eye. 

For one whose heart for love had hroke, 

A tear of sympathy ! 

Yes ! fiction's friendly guise I stole. 

To falter truth to thee ; 

And once — oh bliss ! without control, 

Breath'd vows of constancy ! 

FeHcity too dearly bought ! — 

To grief, to shame, I woke ; 

You pitied, but because you thought 

I felt not as I spoke ! 

Could'st thou have guess* d, in all thy pride 

Of beauty's scornful bloom. 

That I, unchid, should kneel beside 

Thy low, thy humble tomb ? 

I — the lowliest of the crowd 

That swelled thy flatt'ring train. 

May now the love declare aloud 

Thou canst no more disdain ! 
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1 !•— the poor ! the unforgot ! 

Thou living didst detest. 

Will fondly guard the little spot. 

That shields thy icy breast ! 

And oh! -when life's last pulse is fled. 

And shed its latest tear. 

Sweet be the hope, when I am dead. 

To share thy sacred bier ! 



THE ORPHAN BOY'S ADDRESS TO HIS MOTHER'S 

PICTURE. 

And wert thou, mother, beautiful as this ? 
Receive thy orphan boy's first conscious kiss. 
My young remembrance cannot even trace 
One feature of this mild angelic face. 
0, lady, dare I deem myself thy child, — 
Has no iQusion this sad heart beguil'd ? 
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The mind, so long by misery o'erwrought, 
Becomes the prey of each fantastic thought ! 
Yet falsehood ne'er could mock one so forlorn ; 
With pain, with sorrow, penury> long torn I 
No, no ! they said, ** Behold thy mother, boy ; " 
And instinct flooded this wild breast with joy. 
How sweet those lilies blend with that dark hair. 
Veiling a brow with houris' might compare ! 
Hope lent the rose to tint that beauteous cheek ; 
Those severed lips are redolent to speak ; 
Gay expectation swells that lovely breast ; 
Was love, I marvel, a forbidden g^est ? 
There is a laughing gladness in that eye. 
That seems all pain, all sorrow to defy. 
Ah ! when the happy artist did pourtray 
The loveliness death hurried to decay. 
It was before the wizard wand of truth 
Had broke the spell of visionary youth ! 
And I have nestled on that snowy breast. 
Unconscious of such sweet, elysian rest ! 
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The tongoe, now cold, has often warmly blest — 
The eyes, now dim, fond gazed — the lips carest ; 
Those lovely arms have clasp'd the shiv'ring form. 
Now the sad victim of each ruthless storm ! 
! would I could, from echo's hidden cell, 
£voke one note of her mysterious shell. 
The sweet vibration of a sabbath strain. 
To bring my heart, unscathed, to peace again ! 
Such as those vermiel lips were wont to sound. 
To prompt the dreams sleep's silken fetter bound : 
! could I but possess that priceless tone, 
I should not feel so utterly alone ! 
Sweet mother, speak ! and bless thy gazing boy. 
And glad his ear with unknown sounds of joy ! 
Alas ! I'm stranger to a£Fection's tone ! 
To my poor self I whisper, sad, alone : 
All nature wears a sullen frown for me. 
The shunn'd, despis'd of squalid poverty I 
The sun nor feels so hot, nor shines so bright 
On one whose heart is touched by sorrow's blight! 
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The giggling zephyrs marmur hoarse for me. 
Or cease their dance in the dark beechen tree ! 
The giddy ripple of the jocund rill. 
Unfriendly, holds its laughing waters still ! 
The flowers I pluck with this thin fev'rish hand, 
Refuse their fragrant beauties to expand ! 
Their scent is not the scent the glad inhale. 
Their hues are not the hues which teU hope's tale! 
The paly moonbeam hides behind a cloud. 
Like a fair girl, whose raven lashes shroud 
The bright efiulgence of her dewy eye, — 
A veil that pity lends to modesty ! 
This partial world was only framed for those 
On whom the sun of fortune warmly glows ; 
Its favoring beam can radiate each scene. 
Can tint the roses red, the valleys green ; 
The entrance it to joy's exhaustless mine : — 
That sun on me will never, never shine ! 
Oft in my houseless sleep I dream a tear 
Falls on my face, from heaven's effulgent sphere; 



Yet, yet, for me thou can'st not weep, they say : 
For, in that heaven, "all tears are wiped away ! " 
"All tears," my mother — would that I were dead, 
To taste the hliss that with thy spirit fled! 
" All tears," — ^how ceaseless weeps thy lonely boy ; 
How evanescent each bright gleam of joy! 
" All tears ! " Ah me ! how bitterly 1 weep. 
When to some wretched hole 1 blushing creep ; 
For then thy blood mounts conscious to my face. 
And makes me spurn at mis'ry and disgrace ! 
How mighty was the grief that could destroy. 
And tear thee from thy first, thy hapless boy ! 
Thou should'st have lived, to shield my infant 

years. 
To soothe my woes, to kiss my childish tears ; 
Exulting, mark my early genius dawn : 
Not left me lone, untutored and forlorn ! 
Thy only friend received thy dying trust. 
And with maternal care thy baby nurst. 
But she too died, — cold in thy grave she lies. 
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And, with my mother, shares my mournful sighs. 
I — I am all that's left ! Alone I stand 
In this fair world, so beautiful, so grand ; 
Where miUions gaily live, yet, when I die. 
No breast will heave for me a piteous sigh ! 
There's one idea makes me dread to lose 
This wretched life, and almost heaven refuse ; 
Tis that I fear some ruffian hand may steal 
This sweet resemblance when I cease to feel. 
Methinks thou'dst blush to meet the wond'ring 
gaze. 

And shrink abashed from uncouth, vulgar praise. 
And almost speak to tell thou wert allied 
To chevaliers and dames of princely pride; 
But that thou lovedst a poor, yet noble youth, — 
They scorned the thought ; — ^thou trustedst to his 

truth. 
After one fleeting year of calm deUght, 
Want exiled him from thy adored sight : 
He sought a foreign clime to glorious die ; 
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And they abandon'd thee to penary ! 
Oh ! could I but divine the lowly spot 
A niggard hand will to thy child allot ; 
This new-found treasure would I there conceal. 
Nor fear the grave the secret would reveal. 
! may I die as joy is wont to sleep ! 
Nor death his victim in slow anguish keep ; 
For who the hand of dull decay would dare» 
With not one heart the frequent groan to share ? 
How cold the prayer that's hurried o'er the spot. 
Where pain« where poverty are both forgot ! 
How dull the grave, the scene how sad, how drear. 
Where fond affection never dropt a tear ! 
Yet, yet the heedless foot that wounds the sod. 
Hurts not the soul, embosom' d with its God ! 
Blest shade ! this withering heart laments no more 
That thou didst go a Httle space before ; 
For oh ! tis glad to leave this scene of woe. 
To join the mother I must die to know ! 
Tis sweet at last to feel the scythe of fate. 
And quit a world the sad must ever hate ! 
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Another wretched day is gone. 
And I am left with night, alone ! 
Yet, yet, alas ! the night to me 
Brings no reprieve of misery ! 
Distracting thoughts my soul molest. 
And rob my weeping eyes of rest ! 
The only change my sorrow knows. 
Is to lament unseen its woes ; 
To feel no cold repulsive eye, 
Marks my sad bosom's lonely sigh : 
To feel no cold unpitying sneer 
Derides my melancholy tear ! 
For, oh ! it adds a pang to grief, 
To know none care to yield relief ! 
To know that tho* our heart may break. 
No gentle breast for it will ache ! 
To know, though frantic with distress. 
There would not be one smile the less 
Amongst the gay, the thoughtless crowd. 



45 

That fortune renders cold and proud ! 

Kind, silent night ! aloDC to thee 

I may deplore my destiny ! 

To thee lament* may weep unseen. 

The joys, the hopes that once have been: 

And that they ne'er can be again. 

Is why in anguish I complain. 

How tedious are the hours of night. 

To those who watch their lingering flight ! 

When tears the creeping moments mark. 

And the soul like midnight gloom is dark ; 

When the sullen voice of grim despair 

Alone is heard to whisper there : 

Telling the anguish'd, riven breast 

How it can gain eternal rest ; 

And almost seems with pity's tear. 

To render self- sought death most dear ! 

Yes, yes, poor, weary, tortured breast ! 

There is no place for thee to rest 

From all thy pain and sorrow, save 
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Despair's last home, — the dismal grave ! 
And welcome would the summons be 
That call'd me to eternity ; 
But that I know this aching heart 
Loves all too well to dare to part. 
And would still linger pensive here, 
To shed its everlasting tear, 
Than smile a seraph in yon sky. 
Dead, dead to love's fond memory ! 



TO 



O ! TBLL the fault that's yet unknown, — 
That's brought the frown I weep to see; 
And I'll the treacherous thing disown. 
That's caus'd a tear 'tween thee and me ! 
O ! say 'tis fancy's jealous power. 
Deludes thee with its baneful spell ; 
And that the frown that now does lour 
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My fond complainings shall dispel ! 

My soul with thee is so entwin'd. 

Each pensive dream of love is thine ; 

And each soft shadow of the mind 

Is radiant with thy form divine ! 

No cold pride mingles with the love 

My timid hosom feels for thee, 

To dark revenge, my heart to move. 

For all the scorn thou heap'st on me ! 

The angriest thought that bosom feels. 

In hoHest, tenderest prayers, is sped 

To Him who hears our fond appeals. 

For blessings on thy beauteous head. 

Those angel thoughts 1*11 silent cherish. 

To blossom far in memory ; 

And naught shall cause their sweets to perish, 

Not even thine inconstancy. 

Thy change of heart 1 must deplore ; 

In secret, weep thy bitter scorn ; 

Yet still, despite of all — adore, 
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And spend my life to love and moam. 
And when thy young deluded ear. 
Shall catch the funeral plaintive bell. 
Perchance contrition's scalding tear. 
May drop, too late, a sad farewell ! 
Ah ! then too late, to mourn the doom ! 
Too late the fond lament will be ; 
For him, who in the friendly tomb, 
Has quite forgot to grieve for thee. 
O spare to weep ! O spare to grieve ! 
Restore the joy that once was mine ; 
My heart's too ready to receive. 
The slightest boon of love from thine. 
How sweet those hearts to reconcile ! 
To hush their agonising fears. 
And feel hope's glad seraphic smile. 
Dispel despair's corroding tears. 



A SUMMER MORNING. 

It is the dawn ! a few bright crimson streaks 

Night's fearful mystery abready breaks ; 

Aurora's rosy fingers have begun 

Her blushing chaplet for the waking sun. 

Lo ! where he rises, gorgeous in the east. 

Ruddy as Bacchanal from recent feast ; 

Light fleecy clouds receive the golden prize. 

And richer colours deck the laughing skies. 

Up springy the lark» and shakes his dewy wings^ 

And as he rises, most delighted sings ; 

Not Fftgan knees sincerer homage pay. 

To thee, thou shining Majesty of day. 

Than the sweet sky-lark, in its matin song. 

While prattling echos the glad strains prolong. 

Awaked by thee, each flower more vivid glows. 

Like beauty's cheek, when fresh from soft repose. 

Now labonr rises for the busy day. 
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And careless toils the sunny hours away; 
Now f-om yon mountain tops the dim mists fly, 
And show them clearer to the straining eye. 
Tis sweet, methinks, to wander in the fields, 
Inhaling odours that each flow'ret yidds ; 
Tis sweet to gaze on the pellucid stream. 
Its eddies sparkling in the bright sun-beam ; 
Or mark the pebbles in their calm repose. 
Or twine sweet garlands of the briar-rose. 
These pleasures all belong to thee, oh health ! 
How far superior to the gifts of wealth. 
When pallid sickness feels affliction's chain. 
And drags a length of weary woe and pain ; 
Ti vain the sun bestows his glorious light. 
It only seems to mock the aching sight. 
How sweet to bend o'er th' enamell'd plain, — 
What store of wisdom for the curious swain ; 
Innumerable flowers, and glittering flies. 
Appear like meteors to our wondering eyes. 
I love all flowers, but do not blush to own. 



The daisy is the queen of my heart's throne; 
Month after month, it glads our grateful eye. 
When all the gayer gifts of Autumn die. 
The shepherd's unconcem'd^^and heedless tread. 
Unfeeling crashes thy defenceless head ; 
Low droops that hruised head ; the first soft rain. 
Restores thee back to fragrant life again. 
I saw a daisy in the brightest bloom. 
On Christmas mom, upon an infant's tomb; 
I saw its mother pause — she pensive gazed, 
Then up to Heaven her streaming eye she raised. 
As seeking there her lovely buried boy. 
Who'd wing'd away with it, her all of joy ; 
Again she bent her o'er that lowly flower, 
And vow'd to plant it in her sunniest bower ; 
As thanking it, for having marked the spot. 
That all the world, save it, had long forgot ; 
What months of memory lived in that brief gaze, 
That could the smile, the tear, alternate raise. 
Yes ! thou, fond mother, in that little space, 
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All, aU, his living beauties did retrace ; 

Delusive memory in her mirror shows. 

His sparkling eye« his cheek of damask rose. 

The lips just sever'd to express the thought, 

A whispering angel to his mind had brought ! 

Yes ! heavenly creatures wait on such fair things, 

And prompt their beautiful imaginings. 

The sweet deceptiTe vision did beguile 

Thy bosom of that transitory smile ; 

Again she shows, ah ! now the gathering tear. 

For lo ! thy babe is stretched upon his bier ; 

Closed are the sunny eyes, the rose is fled. 

Thy only child is number'd with the dead. 



AGNES. 

Silent she sat, remote, and gaz'd, 
Through tears of hopeless love profound ; 



But sudden, if his eye was rais'd. 

Hers sought in conscious shame the ground ! 

She lov'd to hear his praises told. 

By minstrel of soul-stealing power ; 

How in the battle he was hold. 

But gentle in bright lady's bower I 

She lov'd to list his martial tread. 

To read the flashing of his eye ; 

To mark his proud and scornful head. 

And his warm cheek's heroic dye. 

A lily dropt from out his breast. 

Her own the precious theft conceal'd ; 

Each night was that dead flower carest. 

When sleep his happier eyelid seal'd. 

When on her face he flx'd that eye. 

Love trembled not in its cold beam. 

To bid the conscious blushes fly. 

And give existence to her dream. 

He loves not ! could that look deceive ? 

So calm his eye, when her's it met ; 
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No, no ! she must unpitying grieve. 

O'er passion wedded to regret. 

When dire contagion's withering blight 

In prostrate anguish laid him low, 

She stole to his lone couch each night. 

To weep, to pray in frantic woe. 

When every friend in terror fled. 

Left him to menial hands alone ; 

To still the throbbing of his head. 

And soothe each agonising groan. 

There ! there ! she watch'd with tireless eye. 

And fearless dared the dangerous pain 

That swell'd each hot convulsive sigh. 

And burnt in every blacken'd vein. 

Each remedy that art prescribed. 

Her trembling hand for him prepared ; 

Each transient smile her hope revived. 

And each sad groan her pity shared. 

Distemper, mov'd by the wild fears 

Despair wrung from her bursting heart; 



Melted to pity by her tears. 

And tum'd aside death's ebon dart. 

She noted each fiantastic word. 

The wayword thou^t delirium woke ; 

Could she mistake ? — she heard ! she heard ! 

Her name in softest whisper spoke ! 

! how she pray'd his dream might last. 

So fondly was she pictured there ; 

It paid the anguish of the past. 

And won her bosom from despair. 

But when his wandering senses came. 

There is no memory of that dre^Eun, 

To Ud him ponder o'er that name. 

Or lend his eye a softer beam. 

The Autumn, with its wither'd leaves. 

Beheld her youthful cheek more pale ; 

None, none, suggested why she grieves. 

None, none, divined the hidden tale. 

Conscious her passion's luckless doom, 

Elach well known haunt she did retrace ; 
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To light the darkness of her tomb. 

By memory of his radiant face. 

He comes ! he comes ! she strove to move. 

Her vanqaish'd strength its aid denied ; 

She murmur'd of despairing love. 

And at his feet she sank, and died. 

A raven curl, a faded flower. 

The cyphers of the cherished name, 

Were unrequited love's sole dower. 

The all that told her hapless flame. 

To her cold lips, his lips he prest, — 

He spake, alas ! she could not hear : 

Her wond*rous love he sorrowing blest. 

And gave her pity's saddest tear. 



THE LAMENT. 

O TIME ! relentless time ! why still deny 
The dreamless slumber of thy opiate balm. 



To lull to peace the restless agony 

That robs my bosom of its wonted cakn ? 

Month after month in lingering anguish roll, 

Mark'd by the hapless tear of vain regret. 

To aggravate the torture of that soul 

Which only craves the blessing — to forget. 

I feel thy lagging melancholy wing 

Beat 'gainst the sullen storm of dark despair. 

While blasted hopes their noxious vapours fling. 

To cloud the sunshine struggling through each 

care. 
Must pleasure's sons alone bewail thy flight. 
And mourn each hour that all too swift departs ; 
Whose rose-tipt hues are pregnant with delight. 
And new bom joys, to glad their bounding hearts ? 
Oh ! there was once that thou spedst all too fast ; 
I vainly woo'd one moment's fond delay. 
But now, that sweet, delusive dream is past. 
In mercy steal me from myself away ! 
I dare not think ; still one obtrusive thought. 
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Unslumb'ring, haunts my breast, now desolate ; 
Mocking the ruin blighted hopes have wrought, 
And points a curse at dark malignant fate ! 
Midnight ! sole witness of my frantic tears. 
Lost in thy sullen gloom, to thee I mourn 
O'er the sad relic of bright coming years. 
From these fond arms, alas ! too rudely torn ! 
At that calm hour canst thou serenely rest. 
Still, still, too lov'di nor conscience dread awake. 
And no compunction wring the faithless breast. 
That won this heart, then cast it off — ^to break ! 
Dost thou remember how thy weal or woe 
Could wake the smile, or claim the tender tear ? 
Ah ! tho* thou canst thy plighted vows forego. 
To life's last aching hour thou'lt be as dear ! 
What wou'dst thou, when amidst the heartless 

crowd. 
To press my trembling hand, half coy you came ? 
Thy conscious eye was not or cold, or proud. 
Yet, ah ! to me its gaze was not the same ! 



How could I deem 'twas bat in mockery ? 
Adoufat! ahope! a ray of rapture broke I 
And as I dared once more to gaze on thee. 
The witching flattery of my soul awoke ! 
Glad expectation thrill'd each throbbing vein ; 
I fondly turned to meet afiiection's beam. 
And madly thought thou mightst be mine again ; 
But, oh 1 thy coldness soon dispell'd the dream ! 
Dismay'd I question this distracted breast ; — 
Some onkbown fault has won this perfidy ! 
But no ! each thought's by retrospection blest. 
For it ne'er imaged aught of ill to thee ! 
Frienda cluster round ; but what are cluster'd 

Mends, 
To fill the wretched heart despair has made. 
When each fond wish to one sweet being bends ? 
Alas ! the one that has that heart betray'd ! 
That eye alone can thrill with wild delight ; 
That tone alone can whisper peace and rest ; 
That smile alone, with seraph ray, can light 
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The gloomy anguish of this tortured breast ! 
Ah ! could I think but one — the smallest tear 
Had dimm'd that eye with sorrow for its scorn, 
Or e'en her dream still held my memory dear, 
How would it pay for all the pangs I've borne! 
But no ! — relentless^ still ! my grief returns 
To the lone heart, where misery chides delay ; 
Where, 'mid despair, the hopeless passion burns, 
Invoking death, to quench its cheerless ray ! 
Oh ! it is glad to know there is one spot 
Where every aching pulse will cease to beat ; 
Where e'en the beauty that betrayed's forgot, — 
In the lone grave, misfortune's blest retreat ! 
Oh ! lest when all too late corroding care 
Steals from thy heart its present joyous tone. 
Know, this rejected heart's extremest prayer 
Shall murmur blessings for thyself alone ! 



THE NABOB'S BRIDE. 

Thxt brought rich gems to deck her hair. 

And perfumes floated round the room ; 

And eastern flowers in fragrance rare. 

Shone gorgeously in native bloom. 

And timid birds of Paradise 

Were taught to rest on her fair hand ; 

And music's thrilling ecstacies 

Stole o'er that aromatic land. 

And trembling slaves in homage mute, 

Prest eager at her slightest thought; 

While love spake its impassion'd suit. 

And told the pangs her beauty wrotight. 

And artificial zephyrs play'd 

At mid-day o'er her burning cheek , 

While night's mysterious hours display'd. 

Scenes such as fairy fictions speak ! 

Yet 'mid the revelry she sat, 

A pensive unregarding thing; 
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And only wish'd she could forget 

The misery that wealth can bring. 

She thought of her sweet mother's tomb, 

Where no rank weed had dared to grow. 

Where she had taught the rose to bloom. 

And lilies carelessly to blQw. 

Of her cold father's stem command. 

Too timid yet to disobey; 

Who tore her from her native land ; 

Sold ! age and misery's glittering prey! 

Of her glad home of infancy. 

The purer health its mountain yields ; 

The brighter blue of its fair sky, 

And wild flowers clustering its fields. — 

Of one — she's now forbid to name ! 

Who, present to her waking eyes> 

Or if a hasty slumber came. 

In visions of the past would rise. 

The orphan boy her mother rear'd. 

Who gave his all — ^his vows of truth ; 
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And ei^ ne'w liour but more endear'd 
That playmate of her artless youth. 
Of the forced vows die lately spoke, — 
Vows her young bosom must repel ; 
One sigh from that lone bosom broke, 
A sigh to happiness, and love's fa^wdl ! 
The smile will never more illume 
That face, so beautiful, so fair ; 
Bat she will seek an early tomb. 
And hide her anguish and despair ! 



My heart is like a bridal wreath, with its fragrant 
flowers entwin'd. 

That's meant the golden ringlets of some sylph- 
like girl to bind ; 

For after years of suffering, of hopelessness, and 
grief. 
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Thou do'st consent to give my love a full and fond 
belief. 

All, all the sorrow I have felt, and all that I may 
feel. 

Will be repaid on that blest day when we oar 
vows shall seal. 

Indeed, indeed, I really think there is no grief on 
earth. 

My dancing heart is all so fall of joyonsness aod 
mirth; 

I almost fear I'm in a dream, such sweet bewil- 
derment 

Has banish'd every other thought, save thy low- 
breathed consent t 

The last fond murmur on my lips, ere they are 
hush'd in sleep — 

And will that idol fairy- thing her blushing pro- 
mise keep ? 

Beneath thy silken lashes bright flashed thy down- 
cast eve. 
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like a glancing sunbeam, that illumes a winter- 
changing sky; 

And the soft hand I dasp'din mine half struggled 
to get free. 

Like a petted bird, coquetting with its loved cap- 
tivity; 

A lily, 'mid its dark green leaves, lay on thy bo<- 
som fair. 

So fresh* as if the sweet thing met a kindred 
pureness there ; 

A blush of timid tenderness play'd o'er thy beau- 
teous cheek, 

Like a Provence rose, oh which the sun had left 
its farewell streak. 

And is it true that I shall call such loveliness my 
own ? — 

My heart, still doubting, fears to find the tiatt'ring 
vision flown. 

Yet didst thou not all lately vow my passion to 
partake ? 

r 
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Or, if I do but dream, sweet love, O may I n 

wake! 
For gladlier would my bosom be, in that deli 

dream. 
Than wake to find thou art not what you in bi 

fancy seem. 
Away ! — it is a lover's fear that racks my ft 

brain : 
The heart, with joy so over-fraught, takes re 

e'en in pain ! 



TEARS. 

There is a tear for every pain ; 
But oh ! how different they ! — 
It gushes from the frenzied bram. 
When crime attempts to pray ! 



67 

It softly falls — a hopeless tear — 
By youthful parents shed. 
When their first hlossom on its hier 
lies withered, cold, and dead ! 



There is a timid, tremhling tear, 
That veils young heauty's eye. 
When first into her conscious ear 
Is breathed affection's sigh ! 



A bitterer tear that heart conceals. 
To cool its throbbing brow. 
In secret shed, when time reveals 
The falsehood of that vow ! 



There is a sweet, a grateful tear, 
Distils from pity's eye. 
As its succ'ring step steals softly near 
The couch of miserv ! 

p2 
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There is a blighting, withering tear« 
Wrung from indignant pride. 
When hate, with cold, sarcastic sneer. 
Its agonies deride ! 



There is a tear, unseen by all. 
The widow's lone eyes shed, 
While bending o'er the funeral pall. 
Where all her hopes lie dead ! 



A frantic tear dims the uprais'd eye. 
When gapes the horrid tomb: 
Sin contemplates the awful sky. 
To deprecate its doom ! 



There is a bright, triumphant tear. 
Steals from the Christian's eyes. 
When closing on death's welcome bier. 
To open in the skies ! 
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And oh ! there is another tear. 
All other tears above ; — 
Tls, when repentance is sincere. 
The tear of pardoning love ! 



TEARS. 

The new-bom infant, by its plaintive tears. 
Fills the maternal breast with anxious fears ; 
Scarce on the world it opes its timid eye, 
When lo ! is heard its faint despairing cry ! 
As if so young, prophetic, it foretold 
The pain, remorse, experience must unfold ! 
Nature, all lavish, gave the boon of tears. 
And by its grief the hapless babe endears ! 
Each drop that glitters in its dewy eye 
Wakes in the mother's breast new sympathy ; 
And as she dries them with her balmy kiss. 
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She dreams not of a holier, tenderer bliss ! 
The widow, plunged in chaos of despair. 
Regards her husband's corse with maniac stare ; 
Laughs in derision when they tell he's dead, 
Or shakes incredulous her throbbing head ; 
Implores him, in pathetic tones, to speak. 
And, frantic, kisses his cold, pallid cheek ! 
Sees not for ever closed the love-fraught eye. 
Where death's dull hand has prest too heavily ! 
Heeds not the lips where her warm kisses bum. 
Whose marble coldness gives no fond return ! 
Marks not how hush'd the odorous breath is now, 
That lately murmur'd love's impassioned vow ! 
Till gushing tears afford their soft relief. 
And break her dream of apathetic grief. 

The warrior lingers on the ensanguin*d plain. 
To give one glance to his young comrade slain ; 
On the unhallow'd earth he calmly sleeps, 
Nor heeds the eye that o'er him pitying weeps ; 
That dauntless eye, that yet must learn to fear. 
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Sheds o'er that silent thing love's tenderest tear. 
Nor feels the shame that cowards only know. 
To spare the tear compassion bids to flow ! 
The virgin from the festive hall is flown. 
To weep unseen, and meditate alone : 
Distasteful hurries from the dance, the song. 
To chide the hours affection deems too long ! 
Those secret tears are shed for one away. 
Whose sweet idea beguiles each hngering day. 
E'en when she stands at that young lover's side. 
Bashful and blushing, his belov'd, his bride. 
The glittering tears that down her warm cheeks 

roU, 
Declare the charming terrors of her soul ! 
The mute tear tells the mother's holy prayer. 
Who lowly kneels in still devotion there ! 
Entreating in the sunshine of her years 
She ne'er may weep in sorrow's hopeless tears ! 
The father's sterner eye strives to conceal 
The tender tear, that tells his heart does feel 
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The sacrifice which now to love he makes^ 
And his loud sob the sacred silence breaks ! 
Nay, in the bridegroom's proud, triumphant eye. 
Is seen a tear — ^but oh ! of ecstaey I 
Oh ! never love a softer sound convey'd. 
Than now he whispers to that trembling maid ', 
Her conscious heart responds the ardent tone — 
•* Now thou art mine I — for ever — mine alone ! 
" Mine ! mine beyond the reach of envious fate ! 
" Mine ! mine till death I — Time, linger out thf 

date ! 
•* Hush, fiutt^ing heart! nor let the vulgar throng 
'* Divine the joys that to such life belong I 
" Exulting thing I I charge thee not betray 
** Thy happy lord on this auspicious day I " 
He gazed enraptured on his timid bride ; 
Her downcast eyes his amorous glances chide ! 
His gentle words dispel her bashful fears. 
And his warm lips reprove th* obtrusive tears ! 
Oft will the tears that ooze through slumber's lid 
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The cold assassin's fell intent forbid ; 

Unnerve the arm that aim'd the murderous stroke. 

And torpid conscience' sin-wrought shackles broke. 

The .virgin, bound in dream's elysian chain. 
In fancy sees her lover's form again ; 
The tender accents of his tongue she hears. 
Whose thrilling tone the evening vow endears ! 
Is roused from blushing sleep by sudden grasp. 
And shuddering feels the ravisher's rude clasp ; 
His ruffian hand unveils the hidden charms, 
His eager glance her modesty alarms ! 
To the obdurate wretch she frantic speaks. 
While tears of horror deluge her pale cheeks ; 
Her snowy arms embrace his ruthless knees : 
A gleam of pity in his eye she sees ; — 
Moved to compassion by her frantic prayer. 
He bids her calm her anguish and despair ; 
Compunction kindles in that hardened breast. 
And virtue's triumph is by tears confest ! 

Want's meagre child extends the palzied hand. 
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The mute appeal does sympathy command ; 
Down his sunk, hollow cheek, the thin tears roll, 
As if despair dissolved his inmost soul ! 
Prompt be relief ! — it charity endears. 
Instant to hush those agonizing tears ! 
The riven heart, unclamorous in distress. 
Weeps the oppressive woes those tears express ! 
Weeps the warm thanks thy generous pity claims, 
And tears of joy his savage misery tame ! 



THE BURNT LOVE-LETl^ER. 

Ecstatic words ! must the unpitying flame 
Destroy what love has taught me most to prize ? 
Must it consume all traces of that name. 
Which oft has fUl'd this heart with glad surprise ? 
Vain effort ! No ! tho' kindling fire consumes 
The words affection taught thy hand to pen. 
Fond memory the dull embers reillumes> 
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And on her tablet live those words again ! 
Yes ! on this conscious heart are deep engraved 
Those magic words that thrill'd it with deUght; 
And constancy, that each blest record saved. 
Shall lend remembrance her unchanging light ! 
Then bum — or eyes less madly fond than mine 
May gaze unhallow'd on thy secret vow. 
My jealous heart would die if thought of thine 
Met other glance than that which meets it now ! 
Tis joy to think no envious eye can steal 
The gentle words thy love, thy truth confest ; 
Beam not, mine own ! nor let thy glance reveal 
The secret lodged in thine enamour'd breast ! 
Then go ; — and as I mark the red flame burn. 
And revel on each fond expression there. 
Warm to my breast shall those bright words return. 
And light the heart that else would *chance despair. 
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TO THE INCONSTANT. 

Sweet flowers still mingle with my hair. 
Light curls in dancing beauty hang. 
To shade the brow you deem'd so fair. 
When that false tongue my praises sang ! 
How oft thou blest that throbbing brow. 
Bedewing it with rapturous tears, 
And seaVd them with the holiest vow 
Confiding beauty ever hears ! 
My conscious heart that vow conceals ; 
That tear lies crush'd deep in its core ; 
But vain to tell thee all it feels. 
You knew it beats but to adore ! 
How fond 1 am ! yet sorrow's fond. 
Loving to ponder o'er its woe. 
And finds a charm in grief prolong'd, 
The happier hearted never know I 
Yes, Fm unchanged ! I am the same ! 
Still fond and true, as when we parted : — 
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Hold, memory ! no, — then died love's flame« 

And left me cold and broken-hearted ! 

Oh ! what's the past ? — a transient gleam. 

One thought of joy, and much of pain ; 

Yet all the future has no dream 

To give that joyous thought again ! 

Another kiss is on thy cheek, 

I see it blush all-conscious there ; 

Those eyes in treacherous fondness seek 

The witcheries of a face more fair. 

I will not stay to mark that eye 

In scornful glances on me fall ; 

Perchance with latent sympathy. 

Or pity, far, far worse than all. 

I will not stay thy smile to see. 

Mocking my agonizing tear. 

That mourns thy love, thy perfidy. 

And all that memory paints too dear. 

I will not stay to see thy woe. 

To hear contrition's bitter groan ; 
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Or mark the silent tears that flow ; 
When thou art ^thless left alone ! 
She ! she for whom I feel thy scorn, — 
I ! 1 who only liv'd for thee !— 
Will leave thee in thy turn to mourn ! 
Then thy sad thoughts will muse on me. 
I will not stay, — ^forbear, I will, — 
To calm the anguish of that breast ; 
Esteem thee fondest, dearest still. 
And hold our destiny most blest ! 
Stay ! stay to soothe thy frenzied brain, 

To change to smiles thy frantic tear : 

And 'chance when thou art glad again, 

I may be once more dear ! 

I lov'd once more ! — I dear again ! 

That tender heart's fond pulse to feel ; 

Oh, misery ! where is the pain 

That blissful future will not heal ? 
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STANZAS TO 



In pity cease that plaintive strain, 
I^t not for me those sad notes flow; 
I would not live the past again, — 
The cmel past of tears and woe ! 
Methinks I have forgotten now. 
The treacherous smile she used to wear ; 
Forgdt, forgot, the hollow vow. 
That hade my hosom not despair ! 
Forgot, forgot, the glittering tear. 
That sparkled in her sun-lit eye ; 
Forgot, forgot, the hlash of fear. 
Forgot the music of her sigh ! 
Forgot the timid stealing glance. 
That none heheld, none felt, save me ; 
That did my trusting heart entrance. 
With fondest, holiest ecstacy. 
Forgot the look that half reprov'd 
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The doubts I breath' d m jealous strain. 

When, fearing I was coldly loved, 

I dar'd in sorrow to complain. 

Forgot the hours that swiftly flew. 

Those brilliant hours bestow'd by heaven ; 

When from those beauteous eyes I drew. 

The all of hope to me was given ! 

Forgot — no ! 1 remember yet, 

Tho' years have prest this aching head ; 

And, oh ! I feel, ere I forget, 

I must be counted with the dead ! 

Then sing ! and waken each fond thought 

That slumbers idly in this breast ; 

Too dearly, dearly, I have bought 

This apathy of hateful rest! 

For tho* the first sweet dream is fled. 

The dream of trusting love and truth ; 

When thought deceiv'd, and hope misled. 

And flow'ry falsehood strew'd our youth ; 

Yet, yet, to dream that dream again. 
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And fancy 1 once more was loved ; 

I'd bargain for the years of pain 

That I have borne, ay ! borne unmov'd ! 

For can existence feel a sting. 
So barb'd, so fraught with misery. 
The listless, loveless, joyless thing. 
That I have been, and stiU must be ! 
No!— sing ! and let each thrilling tone. 
Wake keen vibration in this breast ; 
Kmd memory shall for love atone. 
And make its wretched votary blest ! 



THE CHARMS OF MEMORY. 

Whkn stem misfortune darkly lours. 
And fills us with dismay ; 
While all our hopes, like withered flowers, 
Are careless flung away ; 
O ! then we turn to where the heart 

o 
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First learnt to tell of joy ; 

For tho' cold time may steal a part. 

It cannot all destroy ! 

Still will some sweet remembrance fling 

Its sun-shine o'er the shade. 

To antidote th' envenom'd sting 

Experience has made ! 

Yes, when the head is bow'd by years. 

The rose has fled the cheeks. 

And the eye dimm'd by the constant tears. 

That cureless anguish speaks, 

A transient gleam of joy will light 

The melancholy face, 

As some almost forgot delight 

Fond memories retrace ! 

The dream of happiness long gone, 

O ! ne'er to be again ; 

Ere yet the heart was left forlorn. 

To nurse its lonely pain. 

When there was not one care to damp 
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The hopes with pleasure rife ; 

Which burnt as bright as the sacred lamp 

Yoang vestals feed with life ! 

When heart dung to the kindred heart. 

With such a holy truth. 

That it only deem'd fell death could part 

Those fallacies of youth. 

Alas ! alas ! one sunny year. 

Vows at the trysting spot ; 

A smile, a sigh, a fleeting tear. 

And then it's all forgot ! 



THE BOY AND HIS MOTHER. 

I NEVER wake, but there's a gentle eye. 
Seems ever watching while I am asleep ; 
I never utter the complaining sigh. 
But that seraphic eye will instant weep ! 
I never move in careless infant play, 

g2 
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But that fond eye my wayward steps attends ; 
And to the sports of childhood, ever gay. 
An added joy to my young bosom lends ! 
I never kneel, as night approaches nigh. 
And clasp my little hands in artless prayer, 
But on me gazes that beseeching eye. 
But then, O then ! a silent tear is there ! 
My mother ! tis thine eye, so sweetly beams 
On thy glad boy, through all his happy day, 
And lends to his delicious sportive dreams. 
The pure effulgence of affection's ray ! 

! may that guiding radiance have the power. 
To light my steps to virtue and to fame ; 
That in the pride of manhood's glorious hour, 

1 may be saved from infamy and shame ! 
And O ! more precious ! may it still illume 
The dreary vale of sin, and death, and night ; 
Till roused with thee, from the mysterious tomb, 
We wake in realms of everlasting light ! 
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THE GARLAND. 

Would ye not think these gay bright flowers. 

Were wreathed for a young bride's brow ? 

And that glad love sped from his festal bowers. 

To breathe the nuptial vow ! 

Would ye not think the golden curls 

Mix'd with this fragrant wreathe ? 

And that the clustering orient pearls, 

Mark'd the snowy brow beneath ? 

Would you not think the bashful blush 

Was stealing o'er her cheeks ? 

Deep as the dye of the rose-bud's crush. 

Ere the sun its beauties seeks ! 

Yes ! it is 'twined for the fairest brow 

That ever young love blest ; 

When at beauty's shrine the amorous vow 

Impassion'd hopes confest ! 

Go ! gaze on yonder mournful bier. 
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Where "pensive pity stands. 

To shed the melancholy tear. 

With meekly folded hands ! 

And there's a deeper groan of woe ! 

A wilder shriek of grief! 

Xiove bows beneath the fatal blow 

That mocks at all relief ! 

This garland fond afiection 'twined. 

Looks all too bright and glad ; 

The cold, unconscious brow to bind. 

Of one so pale, so sad ! 

Yet go ! and in her sun-less tomb. 

Thy gaudy beauties hide ; 

Fade ! wither all ! in its dark gloom. 

That lent this earth its pride ! 

For she ! the loveliest of all. 

The fondest and the best. 

Beneath that dull funereal pall. 

Sleeps her last silent rest ! 

The laughing eye, the glowing cheek. 
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Afection must adore ; 

The tenderness her tongue could speak. 

Shall thrill his soul no more ! 

Who now, when by lone grief opprest. 

Or crush'd by dark despair, 

Voll fold him to her throbbing breast. 

And bid him lose his care ? 



STANZAS. 

Thire was a time ! to me, how wondrous dear ! 
Tve nark'd its £ight with many a sorrowing tear ! 
Whet thy young heart would hurry to reveal 
Each secret thought its purity might feel ! 
In those blest hours, on my enamour'd ear 
Was fondly pour'd each artless hope and fear ; 
And oft I won — O ! thought of ecstacy 
Smiles to thy lip, and gladness to thine eye ! 
Yet iU the joy my soothings could impart. 
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Was nought to that which swell'd my doting 

heart; 
I did not ask if earth had greater bliss, 
I only felt that there was heaven in this ! 
But now ! the eye that smiled so fond before. 
Frowns on the friend who lives but to adore ! 
Mine is the crime ! the fault is not in thee. 
For thou art faultless still, alas to me ! 
I thought thine heart the fatal truth would spaie ; 
That hope is still the parent of despair ! 
But urged by scorn thou sped with cruel haste* 
To lay the treasury of my bosom waste. 
Where like a queen upon a ruby throne. 
Sat thy sweet image, circled by love's zone; 
While brightest fancies shed resplendent light, 
Now, now as murk and drear as storm-clad night! 
Each gentle dream, and every gentler thought. 
Glad homage to that idol image brought ; 
Till aU the world might once possess for me, 
Was lost in one intense idea of thee ! 
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Yet once profane, in unreflected grief, 

I courted deeper woe to yield relief! 

Yes to forget ! forgive the unponder'd thought. 

With instant penitence and anguish fraught. 

For still I feel, deserted tho' by thee. 

That pang's more dear than other hope to me ; 

That once kind smile on memory still will bloom. 

To rob the future of all coming gloom ! 



THE INFANTS GRAVE. 

Mark yonder rose that faintly blows. 
Arrest thy step — tread not too near — 
The sacred spot where now it grows 
Is hallowed by a mother's tear ! 
Her wayward fancies love to ding 
With fondness to that flow'ret fair ; 
As, hovering round that fragrant thing. 
The spirit of her babe were there ! 
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In happier scenes, in summer bower. 

That rose bloom'd loveliest of all ; 

Bat now the sympathetic £ower 

Droops monmful, o'er her dear one's pall ! 

Scoff not, but joy that fancy's power 

Can antidote the mourner's woe ; 

And to her saddest, loneliest hour, 

A visionary charm bestow ! 

The heart in gladness ne'er can guess 

What idle hopes to grief belong ; 

But when affliction wakes distress. 

Fond the aching breast they throng ! 

Oh ! happy if a song, bird, flower. 

Can lure the agonizing brain 

From sorrow's first distracting hour. 

To e'en fantastic bliss again ! 

That God whose mercies never cease. 

Will not condemn that mother's grief. 

But wing from heaven the angel peace. 

To yield her bursting heart relief ! 
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THE BRIGAND'S BRIDE, 

A SKETCH. 

Why steals she forth alone ? so young, so fair. 
Mystic as spirit of the midnight air ! 
Has woman's loveliness forgot its fears ? 
Or courage learnt to scorn unripen'd years ? 
That she the murky glen, the forest seeks. 
With step unfaltering, and unhlanching cheeks t 
The robber's haunt ! — ^yet fearlessly she'll glide : — 
They would not harm — she is the chieftain's bride ! 
His bride ! no hallowed rite has blest that name ! 
Her love, her beauty, youth, her only claim 
On his rude heart — ^yet doubts she not his word, 
Tho' breath'd when none, save heaven and dark- 
ness heard — 
The hand caressing, the approving eye. 
The lip but pregnant with the fond reply ; — 
The smile that breaks spontaneous from the breast. 
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Where pure affection only is confest. 
Assures her more, far more, than holiest vow, — 
Utter'd too oft with cold unchanging brow, 
Breathing of love to one, while the far thought 
Wings its fond flight, with distant memories 

fraught. 
To where another, 'neath the chesnut shade. 
Weeps o'er the hopes she almost fears betray'd ; 
Trying with fond fidelity to trace 
Each ne'er forgotten look of that lov'd face ! 
Tho' every recollection probes the soul. 
O'er which the tide of blighted pleasures roll. 
But she, who, aided by the moon's soft ray. 
At this unwonted hour wends her lone way 
To yon sequester'd glen, whose red fire's glare 
Increase the horrors of the darkness there ! 
For forms uncouth, by its uncertain light. 
Steal on the silence of the sullen night ; 
While sounds unmeet, of boisterous revelry. 
Send their loud echoes to the startled sky ! 
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But one, apart from that ferocious crew, 
Almost as beautiful and youthful too. 
Starts from the turf, with hope*s elastic bound. 
Glancing his eager eye impatient round. 
And ere the fluttering Welcome is exprest. 
She weeps, she trembles on his panting breast ! 
Left she no mother to lament — to mourn ; 
No father left to bow the head with scorn ; 
No brother left to blush with secret shame ; 
Or sister, shuddering at a sister's name ? 
Oh ! more than these,— affection could not tell 
Th* uncounted hearts that lov'd, alas ! too well. 
The joy, her joy awoke — the pain, her tears — 
Her childhood sorrows, which the more endears, — 
Her beauty, gladd'ning every gazing eye. 
Like dew-drop dancing 'neath a summer's sky ! 
And then her voice ! — the magic of her voice ! 
Which *mid despair could bid their souls rejoice ! 
Round the hush'd hearth her smile no more shall 
gleam. 
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Her flight has broke the fond domestic dream ! 
Her name's a banish'd thing ! lost, unforgiven ! 
Yet whisper'd in a mother's prayers to heaven ! 
How will she weep ! for memory will claim 
Her tears remorseful at that mother's name; 
Bat then his lip will kiss that tear-drop dry. 
And win the lustre to her drooping eye ! 
But then his lip will pour on her rapt ear 
The strain young beauty loves too well to hear ! 
His sweet fond lip, tho' false to all beside. 
Still breathes of truth to her, his more than bride! 
That taught her soul its thrilling ecstaey. 
The fond interpreter of love's first sigh ! 
No, no ! her home, regret, all, all forgot. 
Ne'er will she quit that oft-sought trysting-spot ; 
But nestled closely to his doting breast. 
Defy despair, and deem herself most blest ! 
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IMPROMPTU 

ON A FADING BUT CHERISHED BOUQUET. 

Bright flowers, ye &de ! despite the gentle care 
That would preserve ye ever sweet and rare ! 
Vain every prayer to lore morose decay. 
To spare the loveliness he steals away ! 
Tint after tint, like glad dreams, disappear, 
Mark'd by my fond, my unavailing tear. 
So &de the hopes of youth ! and every hour 
Rends from life's wreathe some bright delasive 

flower; 
Till, till, like thee, but withered leaves and thorns 
Are all that's left, o'er which rememb'rance 

mourns. 
My lov'd bouquet ! unkind, indifferent eyes. 
Thy blighted loveliness may scorn, despise. 
And marvel why, like holy relic, thou 
Canst wake the sigh, or prompt the secret vow. 
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Unguess'd the spell that hovers round thy shade, 
The bright idea that cannot, will not fade ! 
Thou, friendship's gift ! the sole that can impart 
A ray of gladness to this pensive heart ! 
That heaven- sped soother of the sorrowing mind. 
Which still delights, nor leaves one pang behind ! 
So chaste a boon the grateful muse embalms. 
And all the anguish of my bosom calms. 
Con^e, then, stem time, exert thy hateful power, 
Blast every beauty of each treasured flower ; 
Rifle the fragrance from the lily's breast ; 
Spare not the charm the blushing rose confest ; — 
Crush all beneath thy dull and with'ring stroke. 
And kill the sweets the timid spring awoke ! 
Thy cruel tyranny my heart defies. 
Where still they bloom, in all their varied dyes ! 
Their perfume haunts me in my sweetest dream. 
In fancy's eye their gorgeous colours gleam ! 
And every silent hour, to musing dear, 
Shall bid the lov'd illusion still appear ; 
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While memory forms a bright elysian bower. 
To save for ever each endearing flower. 



THE ASSASSINS. 

Thb mother to her slumbering infant spake — 

Arouse thee, boy ! awake, thou sluggard, wake ! 

Canst thou serenely sleep ? — thy father dies ! 

Hark to his tortured souFs expiring cries ! 

Can dull oblivion thy young senses seal. 

And no ensanguin'd dream his fate reveal ? 

Shake the enchanter from thy dewy brow ! 

Some summer dream is captivating now, 

I know by the gay laughter hovering nigh 

Those parted lips, and trembling o'er thine eye ! 

ril not disperse the fairy vision, boy. 

The last bright meteor of thy infant joy. 

Let fancy rock thy soul in glad delight ; 

u 
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A demon scarce would rouse thee to this sight 1 
Sleep on, sleep on, nor heed his angaish'd groan ; 
Thy mother's heart his weeping wounds hemoan ; 
Thy mother's tears deplore the death-fraught tide 
That gushes furious from his panting side. 
Forgive, dear boy, this passionate excess — 
My soul is mad with agonised distress. 
The woe ! the woe ! to see that mangled form ! 
Those manly limbs death's rigid grasp deform ! 
And those soft eyes, so wont to beam on me 
With gentlest love, roll fierce in agony ! 
Quick! hide thee, where the lurid flame may show 
Deeds innocence like thine must weep to know. 
Mark, mark the faces of the hellish band. 
Who 'gainst thy parents lift the ruthless hand. 
Leap the gay chasm of thy boyhood's years. 
And for revenge forget thy childish fears. 
Away ! nor melt me with that plaining tone ! 
Each woman-thought of tenderness is flown ! 
O for a sword, or Upas-tainted dart. 
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To strike the miscreant cowards to the heart ! 
What mighty bliss their quivering flesh to hack, 
Nor feel this trembling arm in vigour slack ! 
This arm, whose strength was task'd to cull a 

flower. 
Is now endow'd with more than giant power ! 
Ha ! ha ! — I'd laugh to see their wounds cry out 
For mercy, while the boiling eddies spout. 
And then deny— -exulting then deny ! 
Gloating enraptured as they ling'ring die ! 
Boy ! boy ! protracted days I envy thee. 
For that will be thy glorious destiny! 
Thou'lt be as persecuting demon, left on earth 
To 'venge the authors of thy luckless birth ! 
By heavens ! you turn with grief, with fear away ! 
Hast thou forgot I am thy mother ? — say ! 
Soon must the warm blood ooze from this fond 

breast. 
Where happy childhood found its careless rest ; 
The tender breast, whose grateful milky tide, 

H 2 
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In generous floods, thy infant wants supplied 1 
How wast thou cherish'd then ! — those days of 

peace. 
And all their halcyon pleasures, now must cease i 
Thy pretty lisp must change to murmurs hoarse ; 
Thy stripling form dilate with manly force : 
Now must thou learn th' extreme of woe to hear, 
Lonely to weep, unpitied, 'mid despair. 
Now must thou huflet with the sullen storm. 
While winter pinches thy unshelter'd form. 
And rudest winds dash o'er thy marhle hrow; — 
No mother there to sympathize, as now ! 
Oh ! I have chid the zephyrs of the west. 
That scarcely ruffled summer's tranquil hreast. 
Did they hut seem to chill tlie fondling thing 
To which my soul in rapturous love did cling ! 
Thou wert indeed a boon, thou heaven-sent boy, 
To 'whelm a mother's heart with proudest joy ! 
Each step brought gladness to my conscious 

breast. 
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And every thought in some new hope was drest ! 
I almost rent the veil from coming years. 
And saw perpetual smiles, micheck'd by tears ; 
With ondiminish'd joys each hoar was rife, 
And thou the sweet angelic gaide through life ! 
Oh ! once, when direst fever shook thy frame, 
And thy wild spirits by disease grew tame. 
Lost in despair, o'erwhelm'd with grief I lay. 
And my impatient lips refused to pray ! 
Accusing heaven of cold barbarity, 
O'erclonding thus thy festive infancy. 
When prostrate by thy couch I ceaseless knelt. 
Breathing soft kisses thy hot lip scarce felt. 
How eloquent my voice to hush each fear. 
How stiU my hand to dry each silent tear ! 
How sleepless, how untiring grew these eyes ! 
How low the murmur of my anguish'd sighs ! 
But when o'er thy pale cheek the bright rose stole. 
Could sternest reason my wild joy control ? 
When health again illumed that dancing eye. 
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Could any check my boundless ecstacy ? 
The hope, bred from despair, the heart best knows, 
When joy breaks on the gloom of long-nurst woes. 
For love's fond services, so sweetly spent. 
Nerve, nerve thy bosom to the direful bent ; 
Paint on thy soul the debt thou must requite : 
To thee belongs revenge for this foul night ; 
Familiarise each thought to this dread deed. 
And let each hour a darker vengeance breed ! 
Dull thy young ear to pity's plaining cry, — 
By thee, by thee those miscreants must die ! 
Pursue, pursue them to the mountain-glen — 
Track, track the bloodhounds to their obscure den! 
With keen upbraiding mock their festering wounds, 
And goad to life when tortured nature swoons ! 
By slow degrees let them exhale their breath. 
And feel they die for our untimely death ! 
Heaven ! must my lips instruct thy spotless heart 
In scenes of blood to play such hateful part ? 
It scarce is mercy thy young days to spare ! 
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forgive, great God, the ravings of despair ! 
Soft yt'At thou hover o'er his orphan days. 
And pitying angels light his devious ways ! 
had the grave received my baby boy. 
Death had been spared this bitterest alloy ! 
Bat no ! my selfish heart detain'd thee here, 
Tho' mercy pointed to thy tranquil bier ! 
What mortal blindness bids affection shed 
Her tear of anguish o'er the early dead ? 
How false the heart's complaint, when God is just. 
That when he takes in love, feels most accurst ! 
Hope's banner o'er the future is unfiirl'd. 
Hiding the sorrows of an anxious world ; 
Each forward step that eager youth must run, 
A woe appears that they ne'er guess'd to shun ! 

While on his ear her hasty whisper broke, 
Lo ! to the earth she sank, by one fell stroke ! 
Bright glows the fiame ! — with terror-staring eyes 
In breathless horror, crouch'd unseen he lies ; 
Affrighted views each sanguinary face. 
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While reason totters on its trembling base. 
In those fixt eyes the tear congeal'd remains, 
But inly weeps the heart its silent pains ! 
With his cold hand he veils those shuddering orbs, 
And desolation his reft soul absorbs : 
His bosom throbs with hate, before unknown ; 
And every tender thought's for ever flown ! 
The gay, fair visions of his youthful breast, 
A parent's blood demands to be supprest. — 
" And never shall the smQe of joy, I swear. 
Lure from this heart its fixt and cold despair. 
Till 1 have left — ah ! I'll perform the vow — 
Those murderers' bones white on the mountain 

brow!" 
Years pass'd away ; when, one tempestuous night. 
In that deserted hall was seen a light. 
In flickering rays through each broke casement 

peer. 
Filling the neighbouring hinds with sleepless fear. 
Next mom, a youth, with chosen band of friends, 
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The toilsome mountain rapidly ascends. 
Vain, vain conjecture what their speed portends ! 
Each pregnant moment some new wonder lends ! 
Soon as they gain the momitain's panting height. 
Where brief the eagle rests in upward flight, 
Quick are they lost 'mid drearest solitude. 
The sport of nature's most unsocial mood. 
With stealthy pace they gain the glen, and soon 
A rugged cave, by roughest sea- waves hewn. 
Hark to that shout, in that sequester'd glen ! 
See the rude forms of savage, watchful men ! 
Mark that youth's flashing eye and louring brow — 
His swelling heart redeems his cherish'd vow ! 
" We are discover'd ! — ^where the secret arms } 
" Think of our lives ! — away, pale-faced alarms ! 
" If we are seized, a death of lasting shame 
" Awaits, to register in blood our name ! 
*' While on the tale each babbling idiot dwells, 
" Yet almost trembles while the fact it tells ! 
** Feel ye disposed to court the hangman's hand ? " 
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Cried the fierce leader of the lawless band, 
" While gazing multitudes' uncounted eyes 
" Unpitying mock your struggling agonies ? 
" Let boys and women beg their lives and cry, 
" I've tai%ht myself more gloriously to die ! 
" This glittering steel has never left my breast, 
" Since it sped yonder stripling's friends to rest. 
" Yes ! it is he ! — his father's warlike mien, 
" And fairer mother's blended grace are seen ? 
" Shall I ask mercy from that frowning boy, 
" And lend his deadly vengeance keener joy ? 
" It was my love, and his proud mother's hate, 
" That urged this arm to speed their luckless 

fate; 
" And had I thrice the blood, in these hot veins, 
" The lustiest manhood's healthiest prime contains, 
" It would not slake the vengeance of his soul ! 
*• But God of mercy ! what that fearful roll ? " 
Scarce had he spoke, when the bright pistol's 

flash 
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Span through bis frenzied brain with hideous 

crash. 
Plashing the black blood o'er the suppliant face 
Of one who bent to share his last disgrace ! 
Yes ! woman's form was there, and piteous eye. 
To give that recreant one fond tear and sigh ; 
To breathe, in his last moment of despair. 
To outraged heaven a deprecating prayer ! 
The consciousness he vras by crime opprest 
Quell'd not the ardour of that doting breast ! 
She loved him in the generous time of youth. 
And she will love him in his hour of ruth ; 
Love, fondly love him, till his latest breath. 
And then exulting share his horrid death ! 
Again is seen the smiling hand of taste. 
Checking the wildness of destruction's waste ; 
Majestic rises up each ruin'd tower ; 
In fragrance blooms the long-neglected bower : 
With music's long-forgotten, imheard sound. 
Those decorated halls again resound ; 



108 

While beauteous ladies lead the sprightly dance. 
With glowing cheek, and eye of magic glance ! 
And see that lovely pair, from all apart — 
Their's is a story only of the heart ! 
A tear is trembling in her full blue eye — 
Rolls down her cheek in sQent ecstacy ! 
That youth had found a fair, confiding thing. 
To balm the anguish of his sorrow's sting ; 
To bid his bosom, long by grief opprest. 
Own the sweet influence of a blander guest ; 
To yield to fond affection's angel sway, 
And from his cares be softly lured away ! 
Could aught appease his murder'd parents' shade, 
It is the love of that persuasive maid ! 



There is a flower, the lowliest flower 
That perfumes dell, or fairy's bower ; 
It wears a softer, tend'rer hue, 
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Than e'en the violet's heavenly blue ; 
A magic to its name belongs, 
Breathed oft in coyest maiden's songs ; 
And parting lovers seek the spot 
Where crouches the " Forget me not !" 

And two were there ! but even now. 
Flighting to each their earliest vow ! 
Her eye has scarce forgot the tear. 
When first he whisper'd she was dear ; 
But oh ! that was a tear of bliss, 
Not hopeless agony like this ! 
Then too they met at this same spot. 
Thy summer home, ** Forget me not !" 

She heeded not his swift retreat. 
For her own heart's tumultuous beat ; 
The ripple of a murmuring stream, 
Snatch'd her from her unconscious dream ; 
Her hand still clasp'd the treasur'd flower. 
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His pledge of truth at that sad hour ; 

His parting kiss still linger'd hot 

On thee, thou blest, "Forget me not !" 

He never came to claim that flower. 

But fell in battle's fiercest hour ; 

A tear dimm'd every eye, save her's alone. 

And that was fix'd, — she seem'd transform'd to 

stone ; 
One hand dose to her ice-cold breast. 
In death's last agony, was firmly prest ; 
Beneath some wither'd leaves •* with me to rot," 
" It is my idol love's * Forget me not ! 
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THE WIDOW. 

Lo ! to the church she bends her pensive way. 
The tribute-prayer at Jesu's throne to pay ; 
Each kindred tie that bound to earth, is gone ! 



Ill 

Hasband and infants from her bosom torn ! 
The' sad, forlorn, and lonely she appears, 
A friend remains to hash her secret tears ; 
To soothe the anguish of her aching breast ; 
And still the sigh that steals her soul from rest ! 
Showing how transient every earth-bom care. 
How fading every scene joy paints so fair ; 
How fleeting every hope of feverish life. 
Replete with sorrow, disappointment, strife. 
A wither*d garland, where its choicest bloom 
Is snatch'd to decorate a timeless tomb ! 
One stroke of griefs pale wand dissolves the 

dreams. 
The fond deluded heart eternal deems ! 
Leaving, alas ! the bitterer, vain regret. 
That hope's bright follies are remember'd yet! 
Teaching that heart, by trials most severe. 
The home of the affections is not here ; 
In holier realms, in purer scenes above. 
Love only can endure, for ** heaven is love !" 
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Religion is the friend her anguish calms. 
And sweet on memory's shrine her woe embalms; 
Irradiating with her mild and constant ray. 
The silent mourner's lone dejected way ! 
Hers is the lesson it is good to know, 
A Grod in mercy sends each chast'ning blow ! 
A pitying Saviour's ready hand shall heal 
Each pang afflicted virtue here may feel. 
Thus, when she bow'd to kiss her last dead child, 
Regret was mute, and resignation smil'd ; 
The lingering remnant of terrestrial joy, 
AVas that fair, placid, patient, suffering boy ! 
"While yet her bosom clung to that sweet thing, 
Affliction had a lesser power to sting ; 
A boundless store of promis'd bliss remain'd, 
To soothe the heart despair and grief enchain'd. 
How glad the music of his lisping tongue, 
To her sad heart, by sorrow deeply wrung ! 
Now he was gone to swell the angel throng. 
That heaven rejoice, with their harmonious song ; 
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Devoac she ponders o'er the sacred word. 
That points where patient sorrow meets reward ! 
The holy text reveals to her sad eye, 
A tearless home of rest beyond the sky ; 
Her bosom glows with its inspiring flame, 
" The Lord bestow'd !— He takes !— blest be his 
name I" 



STANZAS TO 



Fyb often wish'd the strangest things on earth, 
That I'd been aught but what I am, from birth ! 
And now I wish, beneath the poet's veil, 
I might reveal love's truest, fondest tale ! 

My conscious heart owns no poetic flres. 
Slow flows the verse that hopelessness inspires ! 
It only feels how blest it might have been. 
Had we ne'er seen, or only sooner seen ! 

X 
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No vain imaginations swell my breast. 

All want of merit, is alas ! confest ! 

Yet 'chance the tenderest love that e'er was felt. 

Had taught with pity thy young heart to melt ! 

And O ! I'd rather have the generous glow 
Which bids thy tear of prompt compassion flow. 
Than all the love which makes e'en monarch s 

proud, 
"When kingly knees at beauty's shrine have bow'd ! 

The world, with all its glittering array. 
And fortune's lavish gifts, are thrown away ; 
The smile of beauty, pleasure's seraph voice. 
Can never bid my lonely heart rejoice ! 

The myriad eparkling eyes that meet my gaze, 
Only awake for thine a deeper praise ! 
And every tongue sounds harshly on mine ear, 
Except the one I never more may hear! 
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And there are those who cherish memory's dream. 
And Ught their misery by its changeful gleam; 
Ah me ! its scenes are steept in such regret, 
I only pray for ever to forget ! 



THE PANGS OF MEMORY. 

If beauty's smile attract mine aching eye, 
And from my bosom asks the transient sigh — 
I turn again to g^e in my despair ; 
Still, still to find a something wanting tbere. 
The nameless charm my heart cannot forget, 
Stampt there for ever, when our eyes first met ! 
Who caused that charm my bane of hope to be ? 
Sad, sad remembrance points in tears to thee ! 

If gentle voice attunes love's plaintive lays, 
Winning from others* hearts enraptured praise ; 

i2 
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Cold, cold on mine falls that seraphic tone. 
Unmoved by all, save one soft strain alone ! 
And oh ! should others' lips attempt that strain, 
I scarce can quell the throb of scomfdl pain. 
As frantic rings the witching mockery. 
While sad remembrance points in tears to thee ! 

In sympathy for woe, should pitying maid 

Deplore the anguish she desires to aid, 

My bosom sickens at each tender word. 

And spurns what late each thought to rapture 

stirr'd I 
I shrink in horror from the proffer'd care. 
And hug more close the chains of my despair ; 
1 mock the gentleness would pity me. 
As sad remembrance points in tears to thee ! 

In sad array, I see to churchyard borne 
Some youth beloved, whom drooping followers 
mourn ; 
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I envy the cold cky, that tranquil sleeps, 
l^eaf to |he wild lament which sorrow weeps ! 
Conscious if hurried to a timeless grave. 
No prayer would speed to heaven to strive to 

save 
A wretch so lonely, so unloved as me ; — 
Then sad remembrance points in tears to thee ! 

A hopeless youth a|id a deserted age 

Are the sole pictures which my thoughts engage ; 

No voice of kindness to allure from pain. 

And fondly bid dejection hope again ! 

Doom'd, 'mid the world's huge crowd, alone to 

rove. 
With not one heart to pity, blame, or love ! — 
Who seal'd the curse of such dark destiny ? — 
Bitter remembrance points in tears to theej 
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THE VEILED ONE, 

O ! FLING aside that envious veil. 
And let me read those radiant eyes ; 
For they can tell the fondest tale 
That ever woke a lover's sighs ! 

Why, why shouldst thou thy beauties shroud. 
Anticipating the dread tomb ? 
And o'er their radiance cast a cloud. 
Ere they have burst to bloom ? 



I know each charm that's coyly hid 
Beneath its fond, mysterious fold ; 
And tho' those faltering lips forbid. 
They must, they shall be told ! 



Bright raven curls adorn thine head ! 
Thine eyes the deepest violet's blue ! 
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And o'er thy changeful cheek is spread 
The rose-bud's amorous hue ! 



Methinks I see the smiles which steal 
Around those beauteous sever' d lips ; 
And O methinks I rapturous feel 
The bliss when love their nectar sips ! 



Gods ! it is so ! — the veil descends ! 
Trafisported, in mine arms thou'rt prest ! 
While still it kind assistance lends. 
And friendly hides thy throbbing breast ! 



THE MINIATURE. 

Thbt say it is a crime in me 
To idolize thy angel-face ; — 
That its too dangerous memory 
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I should from my lone heart efface ; 

For that thou never canst return 

One sigh, one wish, one tear of mine ! 

In cureless anguish I must mourn, 

Unblest by seraph-smile of thine ! 

When did I murmur to thine ear ? 

When did I, faltering, beg a sigh ? 

When didst thou feel th' impassion'd tear. 

Or read the quiv'ring of mine eye ? 

I loved in utterest despair ! 

Those lips ne'er breathed of hope to me ! 

I felt alone that thou wert fair. 

And grew a servile slave to thee ! 

Each vision of my boyhood hours 

Is wreathed with deepest thoughts of thee ; 

When, musing in love's silent bowers, 

I pictured thou my bride mightst be ! 

*' Long years are fled," since from that dream 

I woke to prove it false as brief; 

Yet, yet its memory is the theme 
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That yields my sorrowing heart relief ! 

And tho' thou art another's now—- 

Lost, lost, for ever lost to me ! — 

Still shaU my fondest, latest vow 

Be sped to Heaven in prayers for thee ! 

Can that once sympathetic heart. 

So cruel, so unpitying be. 

To bid love's hopeless votary part 

With the unconscious shade of thee ? 

Think, think ! — it's all remains to me ! — 

A violet in life's thorny way. 

Sweet as young flow'ret to the bee. 

Or sun-beam on a Wintry day ! 

A time vnll come — aye ! shortly, too— 

When hush'd this busy heart will be ; 

Its feverish love, so warm, so true. 

Be quench'd, and glow no more for thee ! 

Ah ! when this faithful, tortured heart. 

In frantic grief shall mourn no more. 

Let pity take my hapless part. 
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And friendly my sad fate deplore ! 

Then, then *twill be no crime to weep 

O'er the pale clay so lately mine ; 

For m death's melancholy sleep 

I shall not know a tear of thine ! 

Then, sweetest Mary, spare awhile 

This beauteous shadowing of thee ; 

O let me think those rich lips smile 

On such an outcast thing as me ! 

Let, let me think those speaking eyes 

" Are holding sweet discourse " with mine ; 

Let, let me think thou feeFst my sighs. 

And answer' St with warm tears of thine ! 

Let, let me think that timid blush 

Is conscious raised by thought of me ! 

Joys, transports, through my bosom rush. 

At e'en this fancied love from thee ! 

Away ! — nor tell another's head 

Is pillow'd on her gentle breast ; 
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Oblivion shall nepenthe shed^ 

And make me dream I am so blest ! 

Away ! — ^nor tell those snowy arms 

Are circled round another's neck ; 

Or that love's fascinating charms 

For 14m that beauteous figure deck ! 

Away ! — nor tell that silvery tongue 

His breast with fond delight does fill ! 

On it I've oft enraptured hung — 

Methinks its accents vibrate still I 

Yes ! soft and. low, in seraph strains. 

Comes that sweet voice on my rapt ear ; 

It medicates my ling' ring pains. 

And whispers peace and heaven are near. 

Then let this dim, this fading eye. 

Through life's last teardrop ga^e on thee ; 

That I may think to yon fair sky 

An angel waits to usher me ! 

Tho* here it is a crime to love. 
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Since thou on earth canst ne'er be mine. 
Yet, as my spirit's waft above. 
Freight it with one fond sigh of thine ! 



THE ASSIGNATION. ^ 

Thb sun has shed his last bright ray. 

And slumbers in the west afeur ; 

And nuns and friars haste to pray 

To their adored vesper-star I 

Whilst meaner warblers charm'd the day. 

The nightingale was proudly still ; 

But now she pours her joyous lay. 

In melody's ecstatic triU t 

There is a light, a hasty tread, 

A gentle stir among the boughs ; 

The young Irene's trembling sped 

To list her lover's parting vows ! 

The rose owns not so deep a dye 
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As the bright cheek his warm lips press ; 
The violet pales beneath the eye 
Which half reproves that warm caress ! 
Her beauteous hand he fondly took. 
White as the flower of orange-tree ; 
And in his soft, impassion'd look. 
She read his deep fidelity. 
" When chevaliers around thee throng, 
" To read of hope in those dear eyes, 
" And eve is witness to the song 
** That tells of lovers' countless sighs ; 
May I presume to hope one thought. 
While toiling o'er the battle-plain ? 
** Delicious ! if fond memory brought 
" A tear that lovely cheek to stain ! 
" And when to Heaven you bend the knee— 
** For innocence has its pure prayer — 
" O wilt thou then remember me, 
" And speed my name with blessings there ? 
" When laurels wreath thy lover's brows, 



« 



« 
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** The laurels he has won for thee, 

" If thou forget'st these early vows, 

,*' All wither'd and despised will be ! 

** O my Iren^ ! should 1 live 

" To find thou wert indeed untrue, 

" This heart could pity and forgive, 

** But then, ip secret, wither too ! 

" Dream, dream each night, my sweet guitar 

" Sounds as for thee in hours more blest, 

** When, lighted by yon lonely star, 

" Its tones prolonged thy halcyon rest ! 

" Farewell ! — I hear my gallant steed ; 

" Be gay, sweet love !— another kiss, 

** Thy lover on his course to speed, 

" And make him fight for future bliss ! " 

" * Be gay ! ' he bade Irene's heart ; 

" Yet on my cheek his warm tear fell : 

" Ah ! what it cost his own to part, 

'* That silent tribute told too well ! 

" These hapless eyes shall weep the day — 
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" Night of their tears shall witness be ; 

" And only shall this heart feel gay 

" When lost in laughing dreams of thee ! " 



Come to the shelter of these doting arms. 
And let me banish all thy soft alarms ! 
Come, come, recline on this adoring breasi, 
And I will watch, enraptured, while you rest ! 
How sweet 'twill be to wake, to wake and see 
Love's eye still gazing, gazing fond on thee ! 

Come to the bower, where roses fragrant blow. 
And let me guard from every coming woe ; 
Come, come where joy's glad laugh alone attends, 
And clustering hopes my beauteous love befriends. 
How sweet 'twill be to feel, to feel each day 
Glide, like the summer stream, unpain'd away ! 



V 
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In vain in the cold world thoult seek to find 
The heart thy pride rejects, so true, so kind ! 
Gro ! vainly seek the sympathetic tear. 
The love that holds thy joy or sorrow dear ! 
And when, too late, too late thy dream is fled. 
How wilt thou mourn the love, the love now dead ! 



O fortune ! fortune ! still unkind to love. 
Will not these tears thy cruel bosom move ! 
Oh ! wilt thou see me thus cling to the earth. 
And curse in frenzy my ignoble birth ? 
Give me, oh ! give me but the heart I prize. 
Or kindly bribe stem death to dose mine eyes ! 



STANZAS. 

My heart is sad ; — O let me hear 
The strain of days long past away ; 
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And I will chide the pensive tear. 
And straggle once more to be gay ! 
•* Gay !" alas ! vain mockery, no ; 
The very tone that charms mine ear. 
But, but renews my cnreless woe. 
And wakes a lonelier, bitterer tear ! 
Away, false song ! I will not be 
A captive to the syren strain. 
Depicting dreams of ecstacy. 
Whose waking's aggravated pain I 
Like that bright meteoric light. 
To him who's lost in midnight gloom. 
Which lends the semblance of delight. 
But only hurries to the tomb ! 
I thought that song would lull to rest 
The frenzy of my desperate soul ; 
And kindly calm the anxious breast. 
O'er which despair's dark billows roll. 
Ah ! when on that remember'd night, 
I gazed adventiu-ous on thine eye, 
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And stole from love a ray of light. 

To radiate my destiny, 

I did not deem another's kiss 

Brought the bright blush that coyly broke ; 

I envied not his ear the bliss 

Thy conscious vows had softly spoke ; 

I did not ask my bosom why 

It throbb'd with such delirious bliss ; 

Nor thought the radiance of that eye 

But lighted sorrow's drear abyss ! 

I felt a joy no words can tell. 

To hear, to see, to know thee nigh ; 

And round my heart there wove a spell. 

But, but to break with my last sigh ! 

As in my feverish, bummg hand. 

Thine rested one fond moment there. 

Its tremor bade me understand. 

Thou readst my bosom's lone despair ! 

Yet spake I not ! I dared not tell 

The hopeless passion of my soul ; 
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I only wept one wild farewell. 
And from thy dangerous presence stole ! 
How oft in dreams again I fold 
That small white trembling hand of thine ; 
And grown by its soft pressure bold, 
I dare entreat it to be mine ! 
Waked by the angel-whisper'd tone 
Enamoor'd fancy wafts to me, 
I find myself forlorn, alone. 
To weep, to curse, my misery ! 
! if there's aught can charm to rest 
The pang that wreck'd affection leaves, 
It is to know the doting breast 
Hides all the love, for which it grieves ! 
Still would that daring bosom crave 
A precious, priceless boon of thee ; — 
Amid thy happier destiny, save 
Only one pitying thought for me ! 
Could he who reads in that sweet eye. 
The costly love of thy young heart ; 

K-2 
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Forbid the holier tear« the sigh. 
That pity claims for misery's part ? 
Oh no ! too sore why fell the tear. 
That glitter'd on thy heaving breast ; 
He'd feel its treasured love more dear, 
And prize the pity it confest ! 



He stept elate on the crowded shore. 
Where thousands hail'd him home again ; 
But oh I his heart, without one more, 
Alas ! felt all their transports vain ! 

The last time he had lingered there, 
A weeping girl clung to his heart ; 
Frantic with woman's fond despair. 
To know they then were doom'd to part ! 

And could she, after those wild tears. 
Know his return, nor rush to meet 



Hie lover absence bnt endears^ 
Conscious his heart's unchanging beat ? 

" woman ! ever felse as feir !" 

Se cried in bitterness of soul ; 

Per in the anguish of despair, 

le could not the sad thought control ! 

3ut scarcely had it utterance found, 
Sre a warm lip to his was prest ; 
ind trembling arms were 'twined around, 
^Thile she once more clung to his breast ! 

)he had been the first watcher there ! 
iTon friendly rock her form did shroud, 
i*or O ! she was too coy to dare 
[lie gaze of all that curious crowd ! 

kt when she mark'd his doubting look, 
t found her instant all to brave ; 
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For what will not fond woman brook. 
Her lover but one pang to save ! 

At each dear word his eager arms 
Prest her more firmly to his heart ; 
Binding with such enduring charms. 
That oh ! not even death shall part ! 



THE WIDOW TO HER BABE. 

O ! smile again with those star-like eyes. 

My beautiful ! my best ! 

That have so oft beguiled the sighs 

Of this despair- wrung breast ! 

O ! would on this deep-list'ning ear 

Thy joyous laugh could break ; 

Still rendering weary life most dear. 

For thy adored sake ! 

The hectic of that burning cheek. 
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Is not the rose of health ; 

And yet thy fragile life, fair boy. 

Is all thy mother's wealth ! 

How throbs with fear my anxions heart 

At each complaining tone ; 

To mark the tear of anguish start. 

Or catch thy stifled groan ! 

Each lingering moment that I wait 

Beside thy feverish bed. 

Seems pregnant with portentous fate. 

For my devoted head. 

! when the heart has but one thing. 

On all the earth, that's dear ; 

How oft that heart will terror wring. 

And strange forboding fear ! 

Each waking hour I spend in ^ef. 

Watching thy fleeting breath ; 

And 'chance if sleep yields short reHef« 

My dreams depict thy death ! 

Horror ! to see the pretty flower. 
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Nurtared vfith snch fond care. 

Wither beneath death's blighting power. 

Despite our lone despair ! 

The beautj that we idolized 

So loathsome turns when dead. 

That even to affection's eyes. 

It is a thing to dread ! 

Then selfish why should I retain 

My drooping blossom here ? 

And save, to feed a love so vain, 

A cherub from yon sphere ! 

In that warm paradise above, 

Shelter'd from every woe, 

'Twould bloom the brightest flower of love^ 

That ever there did blow ! 

Angels my opening bud would shield. 

To bloom eternally; 

And seraphs their glad homage yield. 

To one so fair as thee t 

Ah ! if thy tranquil soul had fled 
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From this abode of care. 

To God I'd bow this contrite head. 

And pray to join thee there ! 

One hope illumes this aching heart. 

To break the cheerless gloom ; 

It is, my blest ! we may not part. 

Bat both find one sweet tomb ! 



THE WIDOW'S SON. 

Shb gazed on her expiring child, he was lovely to 

behold: — 
Soft wavy curls, profusely wild, ting'd ¥dth the 

richest gold; 
Long lashes like a sable fringe curtain'd his closing 

eyes. 
And on his flosh'd and glowing cheek the rose of 

fever Hes! 
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One tiny hand on the pillow lay, looking as dazzling 

fair 
As the bunch of lilies newly pluck'd that fondly 

neighbour'd there; 
The other the young mother held, to count each 

fleeting pulse. 
And shudd'ring soothe, as his fragile frame dread 

spasm did convulse! 
There! he reclin'd, all beautiful, the angel of her 

dream ; 
O'er his low gouch the lingering sun shed its re- 
luctant gleam. 
As if it felt ere day retum'd to glad the earth again, 
That little hectic thing would cease his pilgrimage 

of pain! 
As if it felt, ere it awoke all radiant in the sky. 
The tear forlorn of wretchedness would dim ^t 

mother's eye! 
And BO it was, the midnight hour toll'd heavily 

and drear. 
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It sounded like a funeral knell on her prophetic 

ear; 
She bent in agony to kiss — his lips were cold and 

chill; 
She sought in trembling haste the pulse — each 

feeble beat was still! 
She prest the mirror to those lips, affection's 

hopeless test — 
No breath the crystal lustre dimm'd — ^her darling 

was at rest! 
She thought her of those lilies fair to deck his 

seraph head. 
And felt a superstitious joy to find they too were 

dead! 
Next mom they came to friendly hint her vigils 

would destroy. 
Found her reposing, as they thought, beside her 

slumbering boy ; 
With tears of sympathy they gaze on that uncon- 
scious pair. 
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Their eyes \9ere closed, their lips comprest; death 

had heen active there ! 
Her rigid fingers firmly clasp'd those lilies of the 

▼ale. 
The fay'rite flow'rets of her child, as beautiful as 

frail! 
One bright tear in their chalice slept, the last in 

anguish shed. 
Ere her struggling spirit bow'd with grief to her 

cherub baby fled ! 
In yon sweet spot, where roses twine and violets 

faintly bloom. 
They both in tranquil peace repose — it is their 

ballow'd tomb ; 
Two weeping doves, with outspread wings, in 

silent sorrow share 
The final home, the holy grave, of that devoted 

pair! 
The final home! it cannot be! forbear, profane 

my pen. 
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They slumber now, bnt they will wake all glori- 
ous again; 
Those wbisp'ring doves, that nestle there, are 

watching spirits sent 
To guard the souls that for awhile to that dark 

grave are lent ! 
Tlie solemn beauty of that grave arrests each 

pensive eye. 
And claims from ev'ry tender breast the tribute of 

a sigh s 
And httle girls with streaming eyes pathetically re- 

late» 
Of the pretty boy, by all belov'd, and his fair 

mother's fate ! 
Then as they scatter wild flowers round, they dry 

their April tears. 
For Hope, that iris of the heart, soon the young 

bosom cheers ! 
In after life, when it oft fails to yield a prompt 

relief. 



142 

The heart in silent anguish droops beneath the 
blight of grief ! 



TO A FRIEND. 

How oft the careless voice of glee 

Utters the name so dear to me : 

The name, which scarce my falter'd pmyer. 

In whispers to the angels bear ; 

For, oh ! the trembling accent tells 

Where it too fondly — deeply dwells ! 

And yet this flattering, conscions breast. 
Feels more mysteriously blest. 
Than if it could, like all unmoved. 
Pronounce the name so wildly loved ; 
For now it is a bliss supreme. 
To murmur it, but in a dream ! 



143 

My voice more melody has foand^ 
In breathing that adored sound ; 
And echo in my secret breast. 
Is soft as stock-dove on its nest. 
And every yrilder note grows tame. 
To catch the music of that name ! 

Then let the proud, the cold, the gay. 
Proclaim that name to gaudy day ! 
The fond, still, mystic hour of night, 
Alone shall witness my delight ; 
When none is near my joy to mar, 
rU tell it to each pitjring star ! 

! if there's aught can charm the woe 

Which bids the tear for ever flow. 

It is to feel the heart alone 

Has such dear secret of its own ; 

A name to love ! like thine, which now 

I bless, with heaven's choicest vow ! 
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TO A FRIEND. 

When thou shalt hear my funeral knell, shed no 

regretful tear ; 
It were not kind to weep for me, when on that 

peaceful bier : 
'Tis now, when anguish wrings my heart, and 

sorrow dims mine eye. 
That I would claim thy precious tear, — the tear of 

sympathy ! 
Why shouldst thou weep when I am gone, and all 

my trials are o'er ? 
When, like the shipwreck'd mariner, I've gain'd 

the long-wish'd shore ; 
The lightnings flash, the thunders roar, the 

tempests beat in vain. 
They'll fall innocuous o'er the head they cannot 

scathe again ! 
Oh ! what a brief but bitter day my fev'rish life 

has been. 
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With but one partial ray of hope to gild the 

gloomy scene ; 
And now despair has flung its veil o'er that se- 
raphic light. 
And shrouded this devoted heart in its eternal 

night ! 
Oh! from the first to the sad hour, when my 

tears fell fond and fast. 
As feeling thus to part from thee, my only joy 

was past ; 
I've never had a thought, a wish, for aught on 

earth but thee. 
And still thy memory I'll save to gild eternity ! 
For even in those radiant spheres, where tears no 

more are shed; 
Where pain, despair, and blighted hopes, and 

every woe is dead ; 
E'en there ! and thou remember'd not, it might 

to others be 
A paradise of joy and peace, but oh! not one to me ! 

L 
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How oft, when gentle sleep denies to close 
The eye, that aches for undisturh'd repose, 
I moralize on pleasures past away. 
And marvel joy has such a transient day. 
Bright as a meteor ! while we gaze, it's gone ! 
And leavies the hosom cold, distrest, to mourn ; 
Leaves the sad heart with fond regret to grieve, 
And woo the phantom that will still deceive ! 
Must we for ever be the sport of love ? 
Is there naught else can sweet emotions move ? 
Is there naught else can tranquillize our pain. 
And bid us smile, and hope, and joy again ? 
Yes ! you instruct me, friendship is more dear, 
Its flame more lambent, lasting, more sincere ; 
Its fondness more enduring, more sublime ; 
Undimm*d its splendour to remotest time ! 
It will remain when youth and beauty's fled. 
When sorrow droops the proud, the lofty head ; 
It will endure the changed, the pallid cheek. 
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Where erst the rose's brighter tints might seek ! 
It will endure the sunk, the haggard eye, 
Shaded by tears of careless misery ; 
It will endure the cold, the alter'd tone. 
And inly weep ingratitude alone ; 
Nor speak reproach, nor add retort again. 
To all the wayward fantasies of pain ! 
Contagion's breath in vain may bid it fly. 
And selfish fear suggest it 'chance might die ; 
Sad o'er the couch of suffering grief it bends. 
And sighs and tears of fond affection lends ! 
Famine and want may colder hearts appal. 
Generous, with poverty it shares its all ! 
Fortune may beckon, pleasure point the way. 
They cannot lure its faithful steps astray ! 
Lo ! who's the portrait, so sincerely penn'd ? 
A whispering pity answers "misery's friend ! " 
Thy conscious bosom modestly may hide 
The praise too oft to excellence denied; 
That sweet reluctance adds a charm the more, 

l2 
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To all that graced thy gentle heart before ! 
How prompt the pen the feelings to rehearse, 
When thy resemblance decks the pleasing verse ! 
How fancy lingers on the gratefdl theme; — 
Some dare assert that friendship's but a dream ! 
Be such ecstatic dream for ever mine ! 
May its enchantment be infused in thine ; 
For if felicity on earth be found. 
It is when, hearts are in such union bound ! 



A FRAGMENT. 

There is a lily grows almost unknown, its 
home is such a deep sequester'd nook ! Its slen- 
der cups are fill'd with dewy tears, to be distill'd 
on a poor maiden's grave ! Oh ! she was beauteous 
as that gentle flower, and pure ! Like a fair 
child, she sported life away, undreaming woe! 
Her thoughts were all of summer memories! and 
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angels mingled in her evening dream ! Volatile 
as bird, that soars to sip mom's liquid dew, she 
left her careless couch to bind the flowers her 
gentle culture won to lovely life ! Her own 
cheek match'd the wildest briar-rose, for nought 
of passion woke a deeper dye ! Hers was the 
quiet beauty that reveals a heart whose waters 
gush from innocence' pure fount ! Grief had never 
prest her ivory brow, to leave a dark trace there ; 
'till, in a luckless hour, her soft blue eye encoun- 
ter'd thine ! The fascination of that mutual gaze ! 
Thine was the admiration of a worldly heart! 
Hers the sweet surprize of Nature's unsophisti- 
cated child ! She felt she'd never seen a thing so 
rare ! A new existence burst on her rapt soul ! 
She could have died in gazing ! Thy subtle tones, 
softer than melody of native bird, stole on her 
ear, thrilling her bosom with a strange delight ! 
On thy triumphant breast her head reclined; 
her faltering lips told the new gladness of her 



150 

throbbing heart; and every treasnr'd thonght 
became thine own ! Thy feverish touch soon 
wither'd up that flower! it faded in a strange, 
ungenial soil! She died! she died! ere death 
released her from her lonely grief ! She died ! she 
died ! when those cold eyes tum'd from her sup- 
plicating gaze almost in scorn ! She died ! she 
died! idien the narcotic of thy flattering vows 
evaporated from her giddy brain I and keen des- 
pair awoke ) and thou ! remorseless thou ! eouldst 
bury all her store of gentle hopes in the deep 
cavern of thy hollow heart ! 11m)u fell magician ! 
that didst witch that pretty heart from its celes- 
tial home, to fill that tranquil spot with piteous 
sighs ! but to be hush'd in the unsocial tomb ! 



THE STEP MOTHER. 

MoTHKR ! it is not thy angelic smile 
That radiates thy restless infant's bed; 
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That fondly tries each languid hour to while, 

Or lull to tranquil sleep my throbbing head! 

Deliriam long has held this wayward brain 

A captive to its wild fantastic will ; 

Painting past scenes where thou appear 'st again. 

And made me dream I had a mother still ! 

Delusion's o'er, to hateful truth I wake. 

To mourn for thee and o'er thy memory grieve; 

Oh ! that the bond of reason I could break. 

And charter madness ever to deceive ! 

The surly tyrant in his icy chains 

Thy gentle spirit has for ever bound ; 

Chill'd the warm heart that sooth'd my childish 

pains. 
And lock'd thy soul in apathy profound ! 
Mysterious power ! strange ! terrible ! and dread ! 
That binds each active sense in sullen gloom; 
That bids affection fly the loathsome dead. 
And memory fade with beauty in the tomb ! 
The heart that hopes the last fond glance to save. 
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To mitigate the pangs of lone despair. 
Must yield perforoe to tlie tyiannic grave. 
For ev'ry charm of life is canoeU'd there! 
StiU» still for thee I momn, on whose ficmd Iveast 
In careless slumber oft I smiling ky. 
Unconscious the elvsium I posseat. 
Till it was snatch'd beyond recall away ! 
For thee, who if perchance disturb'd I woke. 
In kind solicitude wa&t lingering there ; 
Whose voice in softest, tend'rest murmurs broke 
My baby terrors with affection's prayer ! 
Alas ! the mother they have given now 
Regards thy child with loathing and disdain ; 
And dark frowns gather on her scornful brow. 
If groans escape me, wrung by tort'ring pain! 
My father gazes with repentant eye, 
Yet fear forbids to tell the secret thought ; 
My bosom guesses, by each anguish'd sigh. 
His heart with sorrow and remorse is fraught ! 
He conscious feels, but oh ! too late, too late. 
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That I'm the sacrifice for transient joy ; 
That grief, despair, and penury await 
Thy idol child, thy sufi^'ring orphan boy ! 
Strange, strange capricious beauty could awake 
Emotion in the heart that's felt thy spell ; 
That once thy gentle influence did partake. 
And where thy memory should for ever dwell ! 
The dormant blood boils in my sluggish veins 
When in rude taunts she dares to speak of thee ; 
Her lip thy venerated name profanes. 
And violates the grave's dread secrecy ! 
She's, she's a mother— one seraphic boy 
Hope's emanations round her waking flings ; 
And prompts the visions of ecstatic joy 
That dreams to slumber bear on their soft wings ! 
Fate may avenge thy infant — she may die ; 
From those bright laughing eyes sad tears may 

roll; 
He may feel desolate, despis'd as I, 
With none to pity, none relieve, console ! 
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Forbid, sweet child, that I should wish that thou 
Shouldst be the victim of a mother's fault ; 
No, to injustice I will calmly bow. 
And patient bear each undeserved assault ! 
When reason opes her glorious store to. thee. 
Benign, the truth from falsehood separate ; 
Thy generous love shall warmly burn for me. 
And more than compensate thy mother's hate ! 
Had it been mine, her fondest dearest aim 
To watch with anxious care thy helpless years. 
To fit thy manhood high desert to claim. 
And save thy age from shame, remorse, and tears ! 
To bind our hearts in friendship's holiest tie. 
Teach us to mitigate each other's woe ; 
To live in the calm hope of bliss on high. 
By patient suffering, transient ills below I 
But she is gone ! perchance her guardian eye 
Bends to the earth with anguish and regret ; 
Affection whispers even in yon sky 
That mother could not her 'reft child forget ! 
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THE REBUKE. 

How couldst thoa turn with teariess eye away. 
How could thy bosom feel so light, so gay. 
After beholding that cold pallid face. 
Where death had set his seal on ev'ry grace ? 
Bememberest thoa, but one short hour before. 
She was what it were sinless to adore ! 
Where monarch's haughty knee might lowly bow- 
! torturing memory ! say what is she now ? 
What if the rose is fled, and dim the eye 
That wept in sorrow, danc'd in ecstacy ! 
What if the smile is fled> the magic smile. 
Sparkling as childhood and as free from guile ! 
Still, atill, while bending o'er her early tomb, 
And marv'ling at the unexpected doom. 
What stoic bosom could forbear a sigh. 
To see so young, so lovely, fade and die ! 
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Hush'd now is each emotion of that breast. 
White as the snow which on yon mountains rest, 
Ere yet the sun has lent one burning ray. 
Like love, to melt its purity away ! 
Ah ! who the secrets of that breast shall know — 
How oft it sweU'd with rapture, sank with woe ! 
How oft it throbb'd at passion's whisper'd tone. 
Yet kept the charming secret all its own ! 
Perchance, while smiling on th' enamour'd crowd, 
That breast was canker'd by some unguess'd 

wound! 
Else why her early death? — the fair, the young 
Wish not for them the holy requiem sung! 
No, no, the bow'd with age, the bent with care. 
Pant for the silent grave, nor rest but there ! 
Whate'er it was that caus'd thy early fate. 
Whether by love betray'd, or grief, or hate, 
Tranquil thou'lt rest within thy narrow grave. 
Calm and unruffled as the ice-bound wave ! 
Dearest ! by thee I now may kneel and weep. 
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And kiss those lips that death has hush'd in sleep; 

And hending here, affection's homage pay. 

Thou canst not tarn in proud disdain away ! 

Kot once for me did that cold bosom sigh ! 
Not once for me did weep that sunny eye ! 
Thou heededst not what my lone fate might be. 
Nor guess' d I wasted life in prayers for thee ! 
Love! I've now done with all thy doubts and fears. 
Thy transient smiles, thy oft recurring tears; 
No more shall hope profess its treacherous aid. 
It is but misery in masquerade ! 
She who lies here, in cold unconsciousness. 
Was all my store of this world's happiness ! 
Her smile, tho' not for me it shone, still gave 
A charm to life — 'tis hid in the dark grave! 
Her eye, tho' not for me it beam'd, still lent a glow 
To this sad breast, now chill'd by lonely woe! 
Her song, tho' not for me she plaintive sung. 
Still to my heart with pensive rapture clung ! 
Most beautiful, adieu ! tho' this lone spot 



158 

The young, the thoaghtiess may remember not ; 
Pity shall moom o'er thy mitimely bier. 
And angels' eyes shall glisten with her tear ! 



MEMORY. 

Ah ! never, never boast to me 

Of memory's treasur'd store; 

A magazine of misery. 

Despair loves to explore ! 

There will she seek for broken vows. 

And vanish'd dreams of youth — 

And love — to which the young heart bows. 

With fervency and truth ! — 

For friendship's sweet consoling smile. 

That after grows so cold ; 

And all the unsuspected guile. 

Time's cruel hands unfold ! 

For thee ! delirium of the soul. 
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Thoa wild, unholy flame ! 

That fierce as storm- stirr'd oceans roll. 

Ambition's idol, fame! 

For thee ! thou dazzling fiction, hope. 

Goddess of fabled joy ; 

Leaving reality full scope. 

More surely to destroy ! 

Yet! what a desert memory seems. 

Reft of hope's gorgeous ray ; 

When youthful fancy's glittering dreams, 

Are sullen swept away ! 

Is nought then left the blighted heart. 

Life's lingering hours to bless ; 

But from each fond idea to part, 

And woo forgetfulness ! 

Exists there one! — could fearless tread 

Oblivion's silent shore. 

Conscious sweet thought would never shed 

Reflected pleasure more ? 

Has then remembrance no charm ? 
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No dear time-hallow'd tone. 

Like autumn rose to shed its balm. 

When summer flowers are flown ? 

Yes ! yes ! amid thy waste, despair. 

Dwells holiest minstrelsy, — 

A dying mother's last fond prayer, 

In anguish breath'd — ^for me ! 

Who has not felt a mother's care ? 

Her love, that ne'er deceiv'd ? 

Her sparkling smile, our joy to share ? 

Her soft tear, when we griev'd ? 

Oh! such a precious thought as this, 

Exhaustless bliss supplies ; 

The heart embalms a mother's ,)&iss, 

And memory sanctifies ! 

Yes, Memory ! fond life's pensive theme. 

Thou 'rt dearer to the breast. 

Than tasting Lethe's torpid stream. 

To gain chaotic rest ! 
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THE DEAD SOLDIER. 

fx sleeps ! the beautiful ! the brave ! 

Cold — cold below 
he hallow'd spot pale virgins lave 

With tears of woe ; 
be flush emotion sudden lent his cheek. 

Is paled — is chill'd ! 
be eager lips heroic acts to speak. 

Are hush'd — are still'd ! 
be eye, whose fire a gentle tear could melt. 

Its flash is o'er ! 
he knee, that oft to beauty's witchery knelt, 

Shall bow no more ! 
he dauntless arm ambition nerv'd for war, 

Listless, unstrung ! 
he deeds of daring valor spread afar. 

Are plaintive sung ! 
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The heart's intense tamultuoos throb of love. 

Is silent grown ! 

Its seraph smile no more can rapture move. 
Despair its frown ! 

The father frenzied groan'd, " My brave, my bold, 

" O ! dead — dead — dead !" 
The mother's marble look of anguish told 

That hope was fled ! 
The thin tear ooz'd through her convulsive lids. 

No more to cease ! 
The awful stillness of her grief forbids 

To speak of peace ! 
No more the gush of love shall flood her soul 

With mighty force ; 
To sway that bosom with its fond control, — 

Her son's a corse! 
Should fancy give that idol son once more. 

In visions bright. 
She'll wake to weep the gay deception's o'er. 

And life's drear blight ! 
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Slow in the wintry blast the banners stream, 

Moumfol and sad. 
Veiling the frailty of life's brilliant dream. 

And all that's glad ! 
Can it avail, that o'er his timeless bier 

The trumpets sound. 
Or, that a sorrowing nation, mute with fear. 

In tears are drown'd ? 
Can it avail to charm the muffled drum, 

like thunder's roll ? 
To glory's call th' unconsious ear is dumb. 

And hush'd the soul ! 
Can it avail that sculpture's hand does trace, 

With wondrous power. 
Each feature of the buried warrior's face. 

Honor's sole dower? 
Can it avail, the love the maid denied 

In bashful shame. 
Is o'er his tomb in frantic anguish sigh'd. 

Or blest his name ? 

m2 
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It would have been a spell around his heart, 

' That love so true, 
To turn aside each death-directed dart. 

That round him flew ! 
Or oh ! it would have sooth'd pain's fev'rish 
groan, 

'Mid taunting foes ; 
To know there was a fond, a gentle one. 

To balm his woes ! 
Now, now, the tears of friends, love's frantic sighs, 

Unheeded all ; 
Death has for ever veil'd those pleading eyes, 

'Neath his dull pall ! 
The sun will shine again with gorgeous ray, — 

Unht his tomb ; 
The rose in odours blush to greet the day. 

There no perfume ! 
Gladness shall gush through nature's sylvan late 

From myriad bird ; — 
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Hie echo of the dismal vault is mute. 

Its voice unheard ! 
Winter shall wreathe each leafless tree with snow. 

He'll fed it not ; 
The season's change — ^hope, disappointment, woe. 

All, all forgot. 



! SAY no more> the die is cast. 

We part, we part! 
Would that oblivion's hand could raze the past. 

From this warm heart! 
Ere yet those cruel lips could frame 

The dread decree. 
Striving in gentle tones to name 

Thy perfidy ! 
I read thy falsehood in thine eyes. 

So cold their beam I 
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From the alluring kindliDg witcheri^ 

That woke love's dream ! 
I go, I go, yet O ! in pity speak, — 

One last farewell ! 
O ! let thy hovering kiss warm this cold ched:. 

For memory's spell ! 
Where are the promis'd smiling, sonny hours. 

We hoped to know. 
In those coy sheltering summer bowers. 

Where soft winds blow ? 
Where are the gorgeous autumn's gamer'd store. 

Of fadeless joys ? 
Where, the sweet thoughts the young heart loved 
before. 
Time ne'er destroys ? 
1 need not ask where is the wintry wind. 

Sad moaning gust ! 
'Tis here ! in the forlorn distracted mind. 

Thy change h^s curst ! 
I need not ask where is spring's glittering tear. 
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So coldly shed ? 
Soon it will glisten on the lonely bier. 

Where rests my head ! 
£ach midnight star still findeth me 

Pensive and sad. 
Imploring heaven on trembh'ng knee. 

That thoa be glad ; 
Bat when the glowing dawn appears. 

And earth is gay, 
I timid hide my conscious tears. 

From gaudy day. 



ON THE DEATH OF AN ONLY CHILD. 

How oft the sun its destin'd course hath roll'd. 
Swift as an Arab steed that's uncontroU'd, 
Since I, unconscious of each coming day. 
From that dread hour when thou wert snatch 'd 
away; 
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Memory awakes ! bat ! the dreadful thing, 
Feels sharper, sharper, than an adder's sting ! 
Yes, for that sting an antidote can find. 
But what can antidote a tortured mind ? 
When in the glass this altered face is seen, 
I scarce recall the thing that I have been ; 
The rich luxuriant curls, so glossy bright. 
By sorrow's hand are blanch'd to snowy white ; 
The eye is lustreless, the rose is fled, 
I almost look a creature of the dead ; 
Oh ! oh ! that dead this aching heart could be, 
And moulder in the grave, my child, with thee ; 
Again I seize the well remember'd scroll; 
O'er it my sunk and burning eye-balls roll ; 
Its words, its cruel words, were briefly these. 
Enough, enough, my heart's warm blood to freeze 
" Lady, take comfort, bow to Heaven's behest, 
*' Thy infant boy has found eternal rest ; 
" Art could not save him ; every art was tried« 
" But like an angel calm, resign'd he died ; 
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" He was a child a mother well might love, 
" God loved him too, and summon'd him ahove« 
'* Repress, repress the unavailing tear, 
"Another seraph joins the heavenly sphere ; 
" Thou who the thorny path of life hast trod, 
" Think what that child is spared, and thank thy 

God!" 
Oh ! not more hlasting the dread Upas tree. 
To trembling slave, than those cold words to me ; 
Sweet babe, such as thou wert I see thee still. 
For memory touches with an artist's skill ; 
Not the Numidian lion, robb'd its young. 
E'er felt a pang so sharp as I have done ; 
No, she again may know a mother's joy. 
But I can never have thine equal, boy ; 
Hope, that frail prop of credulous mankind. 
That leads them on, but ever leads them blind. 
Its fond delusion is for ever o'er ; 
And she, that charm'd so sweet can charm no 

more ! 
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How very void the lonely heart must be. 
That joys alone in pensive memory ! 
That feels each hour a greater burden grows. 
Pants for the grave, a refuge from its woes. 
Each day, each moment adds a deeper gloom. 
When the sick soul sighs for the silent tomb ! 
Come then, O death, thy kind assistance lend, 
Ere now, thou hast proved weeping misery's 

friend ! 
To me thou can'st not aught but pleasure bring; 
Twas when thou struck my baby thou didst 

sting ! 
Come, then, in pity aim thy welcome dart. 
Dry these fond tears, and still this throbbing 

heart; 
Unite me to my child! my idol boy! 
Whose beauteous memory is m y only joy ! 



171 



Hb's gone! and many a soomfdl tongue 

Has raised the blash of shame; 

And with reproach my heart has stung* 

At mention of his name! 

His name! Ah! could I ever fear, 

When so adored by him. 

That he would ever cause one tear 

These aching eyes to dim! 

'Tis ever thus ! the maiden's heart. 

When innocent of guile. 

Can ne'er suspect the treacherous part 

Which lurks beneath Love's smile ! 

O ! I have found it to my cost! 

Heedless my frantic grief. 

He cruel left — ahandon'd ! lost ! 

To find in death reUef i 
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Mt Mary ! when that soft eye shone 

On me with almost seraph's fire. 

How did my heart transported own 

That glance alone could love inspire ! 

Since that bright hour, which woke my soul 

From its lone apathetic dream, 

The clouds of grief which ceaseless roll 

Have never veil'd its lambent beam ! 

No ! like the watch-fire on the shore. 

Guiding the sailor's bark to joy ; 

The lightning's flash, the thunder's roar 

Can ne'er that love-Ut flame destroy ! 

O ! so to me is that fond ray, 

A beacon light on memory's shore. 

To guide me to a happier day. 

And bid my heart despair no more ! 
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When two adore, yet cold ambitious pride 

Those gentle bosoms menace to divide, 

! then 'tis sweet, when by one pitying dart 

Death speeds to rest each agonizing heart ! 

They slumber in the brightest dream of love. 

To wake in angel-cultured bowers above ; 

FeeUng what lovers deem the highest joy, 

'Tis not in time their pleasure to destroy ! 

For all that overshades our love on earth. 

From the first hour we own its laughing birth. 

Is that o'erwhelming, that appalling truth. 

It may expire before the bloom of youth ! 

Inconstancy may come on hurried wing. 

Or dire disease its train of evils bring. 

The light of bliss from two young hearts to take. 

From which dread plunder one at least must 

break ! 
But that blest pair deaths as a pai*tial friend. 
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Rescues from fear ; the fondest hopes attend. 
To land them where in each succeeding hour 
Love lights the breast with undiminished power ! 



IMPROMPTU, 

0]f HRARINO TWO SISTERS SINGINO SOME THEMES 
FROM THE CREATION. 

If the bright vaults of Heaven ring 
With joy to hear its angels sing 
Their songs of holy mirth t 
How should our souls exulting swell. 
To hear their raptures sung so well 
By seraphims on earth ! 

Could envy reach that blest abode. 
Where peace and love reside with God, 
Unfelt or grief or pain — 
The heavenly choir would cease their song. 
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Forced to confess to these belong 
A more angelic strain ! 

When their pure souls are call'd above — 
Meet inmates those fair realms of love — 
Admiring' saints shall stand 
To hail them to that home divine, 
Where most harmonious they shall shine 
Of all that choral band ! 



LINES SENT TO A FRIEND, 

WITH SOME VIOLETS AT CHRISTMAS. 

*Tis winter ! the bleak hills are mantled with 

snow. 
Yet my delicate flowers are in beautiful blow ! 
O ! when in thy bosom, think kindly of me. 
For I've nurst them to blossom in fragrance for 

thee! 
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May the hue of these violets resemble the eye 
Responding to thine with love's fondest reply ! 
And, O ! may their purity ever impart 
The remembrance of her who's the flower of thine 
heart! 

Beneath their dark leaves half their beauty's con- 

ceal'd, 
Which but to the eye of affection's reveal*4; 
And thus with true love, that lies hid in the 

breast. 
Which by hearts that love truly can only be 

guess'd ! 

Should thine eye mark the bright drop which 

gems their green leaves, 
O ! think it is friendship which desolate grieves — 
*Tis the tear of regret which fell fondly and fast, 
But now the pang's o'er, and the anguish is past ! 
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irekiss'd these coy flow'rets to bid them expand, 
'ore grateful they'll bloom 'neath thy fost'ring 

hand; 
ad now may the rude wind forbear to molest, 
11 they find their bleat haven, the home in thy 

breast ! 

! envied, more envied than words dare impart, 
the flow'ret that's fated to rest on thine heart ; 
ad could I now change for so blessed a lot, 
bere fondly I'd bloom the " Forget-Me-Not." 



In vain ! in vain ! I strive to hide 

The anguish of my heart ; 

And call upon my woimded pride. 

To play its colder part, 

And careless struggle not to hear 

The thrilling tones so lately dear ! 

N 
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In vain ! in vain ! each rising sigh 
I strive to laugh away ! 
The fond tear springs into mine eye. 
And all my thoughts betray ; 
Revealing my lone» sad despair. 
And all the love I foster there ! 

And he can understand that sigh. 
And read that trembling tear ! 
And know, tho' I would fain deny. 
He still is far too dear ! 
Yet ! yet ! alas ! not soothe to rest 
The anguish of this sorrowing breast ! 

Ah ! would the heart could fade as fast 

As fades the cheek or eye ; 

And of the joyousness that's past 

Live no fond memory ! 

How happy would this bosom be. 

To quite forget it still loves thee ! 
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Bat no ! the fond, the girlish heart. 

Where love first sets its seal, 

Tho* all its fairy hopes depart. 

Must linger on and feel. 

And cruel memory joy to save 

The grief that's lost hut in the grave ! 



THE CONQUEROR. 

He lean'd upon his sword, and cast his eyes 

around. 
On the many young and lifeless forms which 

strew'd the sanguine ground ; 
" And this," he cried, " is victory !" while a tear 

unhidden stole. 
As an instant gentle pity's sway usurped his daring 

soul ! 

N ? 
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But soon a haughtier thought arose, and quickly 

disappear 
All trace of that remorseful sigh, and that un- 
wonted tear; 
" And better thus," he proudly cried, " far better 

thus to lie. 
Than court the withering hand of time, and then 

inglorious die! 
Tho* pale each cheek, bv death's cold blight robb'd 

of its early rose. 
They'll bloom again in triumph's wreathe dyed by 

the blood of foes ; 
And o'er the graves where weeping loves their 

pensive offerings bring. 
The brightest laurel fame e*er pluck'd its hal- 

low'd shade shall fling !" 
He tum'd him sternly from the scene, while 

throbb'd his dauntless heart, — 
" Farewell, dear comrades ; for a while, but for 

while we part! 
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I swear had I a thoasand lives — a thousand lives 
to yield, 

I'd lose them all in glorious strife on this em- 
battled field ! 

What is the life tiiat luxury leads ? So dull ! so 
cold ! so tame ! 

To his whose every pulse vibrates for victory 
and fame ? 

grant, to my extremest hour, to guard this 
sacred land, 

And then, propitious fates, to die with this good 
sword in hand!" 



I AM not lov'd — I am not lov'd 

By any living thing ; 

This bitter thought o'er all my life 

A winter cloud does fling. 

1 might have had my sunny hours. 

As others of my age ; 
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Have laught in love's delicious bowers. 

Or tum'd the classic page. 

I might have, bnt for this sad blight. 

Been emulous of fame ; 

Great in the senate or the fight. 

And eam'd a deathless name. 

But now why should I seek a name } 

For whom have I to toil ? 

Who to encourage me or blame ? 

Or share the glorious spoil ? 

Should I where fiercest suns do bum, 

A weary wanderer roam ; 

Who — ^who to smile at my return. 

Or bid me welcome home ? 

No mother, sister, partner dear, 

Alas ! when I am dead. 

One fond, one sweet regretful tear. 

O'er my remains to shed. 

No ! as I've liv'd so must I die. 

With not one heart to mourn ; 
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No hand to close this weeping eye. 

Ah me ! why was I bom ? 

For oh ! I fiancy it so sweet 

To love, be lov'd again ; 

A smile in hours of joy to meet — 

A tear in hours of pain ! 

I've thought and wept, and thought again. 

As far as thought could stretch. 

But find no fate so fraught with pain 

As mine — a lonely wretch ! 



ON THE DEATH OF A BELOVED FRIEND. 

Thk voice is hush'd that oft has thrill'd 
This very heart with gushing gladness; 
The eye is closed that oft has fill'd 
Mine with the tenderest tear of sadness ! 
The hand is cold that oft has prest 
Mine in the grasp of wannest feeling ; 
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And o'er the form so oft carest. 
Noisome decay is slowly stealing ! 
The smile — O what a smile ! how bright I 
Falling like radiant beams on all — 
Is quench'd in death's mysterious night, 
Obscur'd 'neath its repugnant pall ! 
There is a coldness at my heart ! 
A joyless, listless, sick'ning pain. 
As if the bliss it felt depart. 
Could never, never come again ! 
No, never more ! the thought is fond 
To dream thou cou'dst return to me ; 
But, ah ! why should I yet despond, 
I may expire bewailing thee ! 
There is a something in my breast 
That softly lulls each anxious care ; 
Pointing to that eternal rest. 
Where sever'd friends are bid repair. 
Too dearly loved ! a few more years 
Of toil and anguish, grief and pain ; 
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A few more agonizing tears. 
And we shall meet in smiles again ! 
what a soothing thought to know. 
While cureless sorrow swells the sigh. 
Of those "who mourn thy loss below. 
That thou at least art blest on high ! 



Soon will the eye that thrills my soul with bliss. 

Waste its fond glance on strange unsocial things ; 

Soon will the ardour of my bashful kiss 

Be fann'd to coldness by chill absence' wings . 

Yet, tho' we part, a charm will linger here ; 

Deep in my conscious heart glad memories dwell. 

To lure from sadness each dejected tear ; 

And soothe the anguish of our dread farewell ! 

Soon lovelier forms thy bosom will surprise. 

And busy fears predict thou may'st forget ; 

But hope shall crush obtrusive jealousies. 
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And friendly whisper thou art constant yet. 
Echo shall wake the low sweet tone again. 
That on my ear in gentlest accents fell ; 
That softly chid each agonizing pain. 
Which darkly shadowed oar too sad farewell ! 
Night ! silent gaardian of the tender thought. 
That prompts my soul to pour the anxious prayer, 
Imploring angels, with compassion fraught. 
To shield thy straying steps from every snare. 
Swift o'er thy head the laughing hours will steal; 
But, oh ! my tedious moments who can tell — 
The sickly sorrows my young heart must feel. 
That coy conceals the pang of this fareweU ! 
That tremhling heart, opprest with conscious shame, 
Stifled each sigh that would its love hetray ; 
Threw seeming coldness on the secret flame. 
And gaily smiled the struggling tear away. 
How wept that conquered heart, subdued, yet 

pain'd. 
The marble cheek, the quiv'ering lip could teU, 
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That clung to thine in agony unfeigned. 
Reluctant still to fiedter our farewell ! 
Inconstancy will spread alluring charms. 
To warm thy soul with transient ecstacy ; 
And pleasore woo thee to her flattering arms. 
To wrong the trusting thing that dotes on thee. 
But when soft sleep shall seal those sunny eyes. 
Thy heart shall throb for home, affiection's spell; 
As dreams recall our plighted destinies. 
And paints the tear that signal'd oiu: farewell ! 



A FRAGMENT. 

The Parian marble, with no envious streak 

To mar its whiteness, mock'd her bloodless cheek ! 

Yet when he spake, what instantaneous gush 

From the heart's fountain lent that cheek a blush ! 

And lit her deep blue eye with such a gleam. 

As lovers only image when they dream ! 

And where soe'er she tum'd that wandering eye. 
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His glance of rapture seem'd to multiply ; 
Bidding her bosom feel, in sweet amaze. 
The omnipresence of love's ardent gaze ! 
Her lips were sever' d, yet no sound was heard, 
To tell the thought which every pulse had stirr'd ! 
Where is the word, the impassion'd word, may tell 
The strange sweet musings of love's earliest spell ; 
When fond before young fancy's tearless eye. 
Float dreams serene of cloudless ecstacy ? 
When hope in secret bids the soul rejoice. 
Yet lends no gladness to the timid voice ; 
So coy, so fearful, is the strange sweet thing. 
It blushes at its young imagining! 
TrembUng lest look or gesture should impart 
The mystery to the idol of its heart ; 
So mute she stood, but for her heaving breast, 
And that deep eye, which knew not where to rest. 
You would have deem'd 'twas beauty's form 

enshrin'd. 
To claim th' adoring homage of mankind ! 
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He too was hush'd! but his enraptur'd eye, 
Noted each charm in silent ecstacy ! 
The coy regard that studious shunn'd to seek 
Th' enamour'd lover prostrate at her feet ! 
The tear of bashfulness, half pain, half joy. 
Veiling the radiance it could not destroy. 
Like the soft cloud by zephyr oft unfurl'd. 
O'er the bright orb of a rejoicing world. 
Till in a dewy tear it quits the sky, — 
So fell the tear-drop from her conscious eye ! 
Gemming the fringes of each drooping Ud, 
Till on his breast her blushing face was hid ; 
While, lo ! a tear responsive dimm'd his eye. 
Love's first, love's latest, fondest, sole reply ! 
In one fond word the mystery of years, — 
The hopes, the doubts, the jealousy, the fears. 
In hurried whispers falt'ringly she told. 
While his fond arms her shrinking form enfold ! 
Those chains affection fondly, firmly twine. 
Making captivity all but divine ! 
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FAREWELL. 

Farewell ! I would not have thee know 

The agony of heart. 

The wild unutterable woe 

It costs from thee to part. 

1 would not have thee see the tear 

That trembles in mine eye ; 

I would not even have thee hear 

My bosom's hopeless sigh. 

Sigh ! it is almost a groan 

That from mv heart does burst ; 

And forces me too late to own 

I was insane to trust. 

I have no pride to call in aid. 

To teach me to abhor ; 

And with cold curses to upbraid 

What I have blest before ! 

Ah ! had my pen a curse exprest. 
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A tear that curse would blot. 

And prove in my adoring breast. 

Save love, all was forgot. 

Farewell ! and may'st thou ne'er regret 

The step thou now dost take. 

To force the heart that can't forget. 

For thee to madly break. 

Farewell ! No ! I could not upbraid 

Thy heartless treachery, — 

The timid girl thou hast betray'd 

Lives but to pray for thee. 

Farewell ! and may'st thou still be blest. 

Unsought by misery; 

Nor memory in thy conscious breast. 

Wake late regret for me. 

Farewell! Oh! I could yet beUeve 

Hope almost dawns again : 

But no ! like thee 'twill but deceive. 

And sting with added pain. 

How I once loved and trusted thee. 
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Tis useless now to tell; 

Hope's bright day-dream is dead for me — 

Farewell ! most loved, farewell. 



THE DYING LOVER. 

Comb hither, love ! that I may bear 
To yon bright heaven thy seraph face ; 
That when I meet its angels there. 
Remembrance may thy portrait trace ! 

O Mary ! it is not to die 
That swells with grief this fainting heart ; 
Or dims with tears this hollow eye,— ■ 
It is ! it is ! that we must part ! 

O ! press me closer .to thy breast. 
And stay my fleeting spirit here ! 
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For can it hope so sweet a rest. 

E'en Iq that heaven, and thou not near ? 

! gaze on me with those fond eyes. 
As fainting nature ebhs away. 
That when I wake in paradise, 
I yet may feel their gladd'ning ray ! 

! whisper softly on mine ear. 
With that melodious gentle voice 
I worship'd in those hours too dear. 
When hope allur'd me to rejoice ! 

! clasp me— clasp me — with thine h 
Its warmth, its fervour, sure must save 
(If heaven can pity understand,) 
Thy lover from his timeless grave! 

Vain hope ! the thought is scarcely spoke, 
I feel death stealing cold o'er me ; 
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Farewell! bright world! the last link's broke 
That held me from eternity! 



Thbrb is a word that must be spoke. 

On which affection's tones will dwell. 

That many a gentle heart has broke, — 

The grief-fraught word, farewell ! 

Mary ! in friendship's calmer joy 

Our hearts have wreath'd a deathless spell 

No time, no absence can destroy ; 

Tis seal'd in this farewell ! 

Yet throbs my breast with anxious pain, 

Unpitying thoughts prophetic tell 

Perchance we ne'er may meet again, — 

Thi^ is a last farewell! 

Ah me! whatever grief awaits, 

On thee shall tend'rest memory dwell ; 

While hope's bright ray irradiates 
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The gloom of this farewell ! 

Sweet girl ! could I thy fate divine, 

Twould hush the sighs my bosom swell ; 

Assured felicitv were thine, 

Tho* brought by our farewell! 

The pensive woe it gives to part. 

The fond regret the tear may tell. 

That sparkles from my sorrowing heart 

To gem our sad farewell ! 

Could I decree thy future lot. 

Pleasure and love should with thee dwell; 

No care should haunt the laughing spot 

No echo to repeat farewell! 



Hkncb, odious fear ! it cannot be ! 
See ! see ! that smile's serenity ! 
Wake! loveliest, wake! but soft! but hush! 
She sleeps ! she dreams ! that lingering blush 

o 2 
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Tells love is busy "with lier thought. 
With coming bliss too deeply fraught, 
Her breast so coy would bashful deem 
Her love too free e'en in a dream ! 
Hence, vain alarm ! on this fond breast 
She takes her first calm bridal rest ! 
Her grave is now the only spot 
His shatter'd memory's not forgot ! 
There lingers he the loneliest hours. 
Wreathing fantastic groups of flowers. 
Her nuptial band ! and oft he'U chide 
The cold delay of his young bride ! 
And woo her in the tenderest strain 
To burst his aching bosom's chain ! 
Then mutter fondly, laugh and weep. 
Till pity seals his eyes in sleep. 
And fancy gives again the past. 
The hopes, the joys, I! I ! did blast ! 
I heard a soft low warbling tone, 
Such as affection owns alone ! 
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Oh I just the song the mother sings, 

When gentle slumber fondly flings 

Its softest shadow o'er the eye 

Of sinless, happy infancy ! 

It was her first ! so bright a thing 

Was past her glad imagining ! 

Ah ! how serene each year will glide 

With him, her hope ! her joy ! her pride ! 

The fond impulse her knee obeys. 

And gives to God her grateful praise ! 

I could not brook her pious joy. 

And envious struck her slumb'ring boy ! 

She could not deem that silent clay 

Was all that gladden'd life's bright day ; 

To her warm breast she prest the cold remains. 

To win the tide of life to its still'd veins ! 

I mock'd her efforts, and her hopeless tear. 

Lit by the moon-beam, glitters on his bier ! 
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DESTRUCTION. 

A FRAGMENT. 

Child of despair ! where bidest thou ? 

'Neath yonder rock whose beetlmg brow 

Hangs frowning o'er the deep below« 

Whose waves are swell'd by the tears of woe ! 

For oh ! in its nnhallow'd grave 

Sleep those e'en pity could not save ! 

" Hid in the gloom of its ncHsome caye, 

*' Where fetter'd maniacs hopdess rove ; 

" My joy to see the idiots weep, 

" Or shout with rage should they chance to sleep; 

" For I loathe that gentle hush of the sonl, 

" Which rescues misery from my control, 

" Lest reason from her dream should wake, 

" And piety my thraldom break ! 

** In that dank cave the lightening's glare, 

" In fiercer flashes glances there !" 
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The thunder burst with louder peal. 
Forcing the universe to feel 
The spirit of the storm, whose sway 
The trembling clouds weep to obey ! 
Elate with hope and pictured joy. 
Where fancy roam'd without alloy, 
A lover bow'd to breathe the vow 
To one, how fair ! where is she now ? 
The wild rose broke upon her cheek. 
Blent with the lily's purer streak ; 
Love's lamp illumed her conscious eye. 
Her bosom heaved his warmest sigh : 
He prest her hand, — her glance bespoke 
A confidence no pang had broke ; 
The trust the heart but once can yield. 
Ere treachery its fate has seal'd ! 
Mute with delight, her parted lip 
Encouraged timid love to sip 
The thrilling, the ecstatic bliss. 
Found in its first reluctant kiss ! 
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Bat ere those lips in passion met. 

His sun of hope for ever set ! 

Why sadden droops that beauteous head ?- 

Distraction ! horror ! is she dead ? 



You ask me to " forget-thee-not ;" 

Alas ! and could that be ? 

How changed so ever be my lot. 

My heart will turn to thee ; 

Will turn to thee with pensive pain. 

And wish these moments o'er again ! 

I feel I never can forget 

Thy friendship warm, sincere ; 

My trembling down-cast eye is wet. 

With memory's bitter tear ; 

Still lingering o'er our parting scene, 

And fondly dwells on what has been! 
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Whene'er I hear the plaintive tone. 
Familiar to mine ear. 
The melody of thine alone 
Will only seem more dear ; 
And agony shall wring the sonl 
O'er which thy music held control ! 

Then say no more " forget-me-not ;" 

For in this fervent hreast. 

The brightest, most enduring spot. 

Thine image is imprest ; 

There ! cherish'd it shall sweetly be. 

Till time yields to eternity \ 

In that divine eternity 

Thy " verse" so blest portrays ; 

How boundless our felicity. 

To mingle songs of praise. 

While conscious is each tranquil heart. 

We've met — O never more to part ! 
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My young heart knows there is a home 
Beyond this drear abyss ; 
Where angel-spirits gladly roam 
In scenes of endless bliss ; 
Thither my anxious soul shall bend. 
To join my ne'er forgotten friend ! 



IMPROMPTU TO A VALUED FRIEND. 

When I unthankful cease to own 

The various gifts received from thee ; 

Deem gratitude the earth has flown, 

lu horror at such perfidy, 

To seek those realms where purer spirits reig^, 

And every vutue's foUow'd in its train ! 
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ANOTHER TO THE SAME. 

If in thy praise I'm silent, oh forgive ! 
My verse could never hid thy virtues live ; 
Unsung hy me, for time they'll save thy name. 
While my poor muse would only dim their fame ! 
Then oh forhear thy glorious name to wed 
With the frail homage scarcely bom ere dead ! 



DESPAIR. 

Bbnbath yon thimder-riven rock I'll hide, 
To watch, in sullen gloom, the adverse tide ; 
Catch the lone petrel's wild portentous scream. 
Predicting storms while thoughtless sailors dream! 
Exult to see the huge, infuriate^wave, 
In its cold winding sheet engulph the brave ! 



204 

See them distracted raise the suppliant hand* 
To call the spirit of their home lov'd land ! 
With tears of agony augment the sea, 
And freight the wind with sighs propelled hy me ! 
'Mid the loud hurricane's tempestous cry. 
While lightnings rend the hlack distorted sky, 
I'll crowd each thought, pourtray each image dear, 
Suggest desire of life, death crouching near, 
'Till shrieks of woe, mix'd with the hurried prayer, 
Shall tell the booming winds that I am there ! 
In maniac anguish they will call on me. 
As if I were some pitying deity. 
To spare, to spare those loved, in that sad hour. 
The doubts, the tortures of my fiendish power ! 
Then, as they struggling beat the foaming surge, 
The tardy myrmidons of death I'll urge. 
To catch the spirit ling'ring on the wave. 
Lest the proud sea triumphant swell to save ! 

In yon still chamber the pale mother kneels ; 
Down her wan cheek the tear unheeded steals : 
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'Tis the fourth night she's watch'd, nor moved 

her eyes 
From that low couch where her sick baby lies ! 
The painful stillness of that darkened room 
Is emblem of her solitary gloom ! 
She is a widow ! — and who cares to break 
On the lone mourner, or her grief partake ? 
She is a widow ! — on that boy does rest 
The costly stock of woman's doting breast ! 
She tells his pulse, and each receding beat 
Steals some fond hope that made existence sweet ! 
The motions of her fev'rish lips declare 
She speaks to heaven's God in anguish'd prayer! 
There — there I'll lurk ! — see to that aching breast 
That cherish'd infant wildly, fondly prest ; — 
Its tender frame clunched in convulsion's grasp. 
Life growing fainter at each struggling gasp ! — 
See her, distracted, gaze in anxious fear. 
And ^ntic kiss each little silent tear ! 
Her tedious watchings meet no glad return ; 
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On her sad heart my fell predictions bom ! 
rU laugh« ril laugh at her soul-harrowing cry, 
And dance, malignant dance, before her eye — 
Mock, fiendish mock her agonizing prayer ! — 
I am earth's torment — hell-begot Despair ! 
Then to the grove, where the young virgin 
steals 
To trust the vows perfidious love reveals ; 
Luxuriate on the fraudfol lies he tells. 
Twine round her heart his feiscinating spells ; 
Then, when he wins the unsuspecting thing. 
Plant in her breast my barb'd, envenom'd sting. 
Then shall I see those clustering ringlets torn. 
On the rude pinion of the night wind borne ! 
See her small fingers lacerate the breast^ 
Her lips abjure the love so late confest ! 
Hear curse on curse heaped on the recreant name. 
And death implored to hide her matchless shame ! 
I am Despair ! it gladdens me to see 
The world prolific, — ^but in misery ! 
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Then, then. Til rush o'er the ensanguined plain, 

Gloat on the slaves amhition's mandate's slain ! 

See the red gash that hleeding calls for aid. 

And speed the pulse where lingering life has stay'd ! 

Invite the hovering vultures to devour ; 

Watch the wild horrors of their dying hour ; 

Bid, bid them shuddering feel, beyond the reach 

Of weeping friends their naked bones will bleach ; 

That the proud heart, that swell*d for glory's ray. 

Shall banquet be for ravenous birds of prey ! 

That the bright eye, where valor read its creed. 

The famish'd eagle's callow brood shall feed ! 

That ne'er shall ghtter on the rolls of fame 

Their unremember'd, their unsculptured name ! 

Mere phantom ! that allures the young to toil. 

To die unwept, and fat a foreign soil ! 

The bride shall weeping seek her lonely bed 

To dream her husband slumbers with the dead ; 

Wake sick and faint, with an appalling scream. 

And chase with anguish'd laugh the hideous 
dream ! 
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The orphan kneeling by its mother's gmye. 
Petition heaven its only friend to save ; 
For who will fondly kiss the trickling tear. 
Or hash the houseless wanderer's infant fear. 
If his brave h^er falls to swell the heap 
Of those who rot in their unboried sleep ? 
Tlie maid nnslnmb'ring pass the tedious night. 
And day behold her anxious eye less bright ; 
The tear shall rest in that dejected orb. 
And wild forebodings every thought absorb ; 
The dreaded truth is guess'd ere I reveal. 
Yet shall their bosoms my dark influence feel ! 

Then to the prison'd wretch o'ergorg'd I'll fly. 
Assist gaunt famine's task of misery ! 
Deep in his loathsome cell with horror muse. 
Depict the poniard that he dares not use ! 
Humid the straw that laps his aching head! 
Noisome the reptiles sharing his scant bed ! 
His heart revolting as he's forced to sip 
"Hie fetid draught to cool his flaming lip ! 
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Oppression's iron band forbids one ray 
Of beaven's gladness to illume bis day! 
All, all is silent, strange mysterious gloom, 
A spirit conscious of a living tomb! 
The darksome walls resound bis lonely sigbs, 
Tbe mournful cadence on bis sad ear dies! 
None, none respond, none pity, none befriend, 
Tbe culprit doom'd to ignominious end! 
Strange ! 'mid this scene so desolate, so drear, 
The counted bours of life be holds most dear! 
He sbrinks when justici' band prepares tbe knife 
To claim tbe remnant of bis forfeit life ! 
The pangs of torture joyfully would brave. 
To 'scape tbe horrors of tbe gloomier grave! 
Would seal tbe bargain for an age of pains. 
And bless tbe band that wrought perpetual chains! 
Man clings to life witb such tenacious power, 
Tbe best, tbe bravest dread its final hour !^ 
What language, then, what thought conceive or 
tell. 
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The soul that hoven on the verge of hell; 

That shadd'iing sees, with his expiring eyes. 

The gates of mercy closing as he dies! 

That sees stem conscience rend aside the veil. 

And hope itself, so flosh'd hefore, grow pale ! 

I am despair! fond man, believe thy friend, 

I bid remember life too lov'd must end ! 

I bid for holier, happier scenes prepare. 

And point religion as the passport there ! 

Hope leads through flower-enamel'd paths astray. 

Pleasure awaits to thread Mihe devious way; 

Man pauses not to ask why was 1 made. 

When pleasure has each purer thought betray 'd? 

He yields resistless to its magic power. 

And at her shrine spends each unthinking iioar! 

There singing birds excel the lute's soft sound ! 

There roses bent with perfume seek the ground! 

There crystal fountains leap in spangled light! 

There grots umbrageous imitate dim night! 

There sighs voluptuous swell the amorous breeze. 
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That wanders pensive 'mid ambrosial trees I 
A bower appears wbere clustering woodbines vie 
To twine their sweets to veil the carious eye! 
Enchanting spot ! in whose sequester'd shade, 
Absorb'd in thought^ reclines a beauteous maid ! 
Soft eyes, where love in dreamy langour lay ! 
Full sever'd lips, where sportive dimples play ! 
A forehead snowier than the orient pearls. 
That captive hold the bright luxuriant curls! 
A bosom warm with love's ecstatic heat ! 
light azure veins, where its soft pulses beat 
A cheek o'er which the deepest blushes stole, 
Whisp'ring the secret musings of the soul! 
At her small feet the half-wreath'd garland lay. 
Where fragrant flowers their gorgeous tints dis- 
play! 
The damask-rose to its pale sister lends 
A maiden hue where tend'rest blushes blend ! 
The fond narcissus trembles with delight. 
To be caress'd by hands so silv'ry white ! 

p2 



212 

The violet borrows from her liquid eye 
The lusctoos blue of its cerulean dye! 
The graceful lily's quiv-ring bells redine 
AVhere odorous jonquiUe's safiron beauties shine! 
And bashful wild flowers cluster round the spot. 
To charm the goddess of that fairy grot I 
Man, thoughtless man, Buiq[»eets no danger near. 
Yields, gladly yields, to witchery sa dear 1 
He looks on beauty, goodness, as the same. 
And deems its virtue by a lovelier name ! 
Alas ! too oft such angel*guise conceals 
The demon heart that his destruction seals ! 
No cold disdain, no chilling look restrains 
The tender tone in which he fond complains; 
In wild delight he dasp'd her to his heart, — 
Why pales his cheek, why that retreating start ? 
Why turn in loathing from that thing so fair ? 
Why beat his breast in anguish and despair ? 
Why curse, why curse the latdy worship'd charms. 
And shun in horror her inviting arms? 
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Deception's o'er — as purity array'd. 
Vice! vice, deform'd and naked, stands display'd! 
Conscience awaken'd paints the wrath of heaven, 
And tells of crimes that never are forgiven ! 
All that could charm, could captivate before. 
His timid soul does desecrate, abhor ! 
Hope ! pleasure t vanity ! ambition ! pride ! 
Before his unveil'd eyes like spectres glide ! 
And his sunk heart, opprest with grief and care. 
Deems heaven lost, and weeps in shame, despair ! 
Then I, adversity, my gentler name. 
Bid him by prayer offended mercy tame ! 
Bid him with tears of keen remorse and fear 
Bow to that God who ne'er.refus'd to hear ! 
Pardon for crimes with deep contrition crave. 
And humbled feel he has a soul to save ! 
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THEY ARE DOOM'D TO PART. 

I SAW thee pluck that flower, and smile 

In bashful trembling haste ; 

I saw whose fond arm dasp'd the while 

Thy slender graceful waist ! 

I saw thy soft eye raised to meet 

His warm impassioned gaze ; 

And by thy blosh I gness'd how sweet 

His whisperings of praise I 

With a faltering tone of hope and fear 

That beauteous flower you gave ; 

And gemm'd it with a glittering tear 

Remembrance to crave ! 

To his warm lip it first was prest; 

Then, with a lover's care, 

Conceal'd within his throbbing breast. 

To wither sweetly there ! 

" Till each glad pulse has fled this heart. 
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" And memory senseless sleeps ; 

** The flower and I will never part, 

" O'er which thou fondly weepst ! 

'* Tho' colder eyes may careless deem 

" Its faded beauties nought ; 

" It will awake the brightest dream 

" That ever fancy wrought ! 

" As musing o'er that pensive flower, 

" While far I'm doom'd to rove, 

" It will recall this painful hour, 

" And aU thy costly love I" 

It was their first sad parting hour ; 

A superstitious spell 

Haunted that fair unconscious flower. 

To soften their farewell ! 

Does the unsocial earth contain 

So desolate a spot. 

Unknown the charm for lover's pain, — 

The sweet " Forget-Me-Not ?" 

On its pretty name her hope did rest. 
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With all a woman's trust ; 

And she crush'd the sigh of her aching breast 

That dared to dream distrust ! 

He came again ! on his laurel'd brow 

Was seen that withered flower ; 

And she wept with delight as he claim'd the 

She pledged at their parting hour! 



" FARE-THEE-WELL. 



)» 



Farewell ! and can the human heart 

Endure a pang so great. 

As from perfidiousness to part» 

Yet feel it cannot hate ? 

Farewell ! forbid thou e*er shou'dst feel 

So utterly accurst ; 

But thou hast set a final seal 

On alll dared to trust ! 
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Farewell ! O ! 'tis the rending up 

Of all affection treasures ; 

The brimming of the bitter cup 

Cold disappointment measures ! 

Farewell ! O ! would this heart could break. 

Or madness lull my breast ; 

Forgot each pulse that throbs to ache. 

And thought no more molest ! 

Farewell! 'tis but one little word. 

But, O ! that word contains 

A sum of misery unheard. 

Stupendous in its pains ! 

Farewell ! round this benighted heart 

Gleam stars of memory ; 

Whose gentle radiance still impart 

Bright fallacies of thee ! 

Farewell ! the unimpassion'd heart 

Can breathe it without pain ; 

But warmer lips from whence it part 

Die— ne'er to speak again ! 
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TO A FRIEND. 

Farbwsll ! this trembling heart would crave 

A precious boon of thee :— - 

It is, 'mid folly's haunt, to save 

One spotless thought of me ! 

Let me not live amid the crush 

Of pleasure's giddy throng. 

That like the whirlwind's frantic rush. 

Bears all that's pure along ! 

But if there is the tiniest spot 

Where pensive memories brood. 

Oh ! let me sweetly, unforgot. 

Share that blest solitude ! 

When thought of lone fidelity. 

Thy faithless soul subdues. 

The boon I now entreat of thee 

Thou wilt not then refuse. 

There is a pang that all must feel. 
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The gayest feel it most. 

When self-upbraiding thoughts reveal. 

The love for ever lost ! 

Pride almost urges me to blot 

The abject wish I tell ; 

But, no ! I could not be forgot 

By thee ! Farewell ! farewell! 



THE STRANGER. 

In yonder grove the cypress waves, and lends its 

funeral shade 
To mark the spot where dreamless sleeps a lovely 

stranger maid. 
They found her on a barren heath, lonely and 

desolate. 
And they brought her to their cottage hearth ; but 

succour came too late. 
The unconscious tear of hapless woe stream'd 

down her pallid cheek. 
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As her dying eye was honied round, some kin- 
dred gaze to seek; 
But not one sweet fiomiliar look those restless 

glances met : 
She felt she was forgot by all! she too would 

soon forget ! 
Anon, from distant land, there came a youth of 

pensive mien. 
Who with clasp'd hands, at her lone gprave, in 

utter woe was seen ; 
In ecstacy of thrilling grief, invoking her dear 

name; 
But from that hush'd, mysterious spot no gentle 

answer came ! 
Bright gold, that glitter'd in the sun, he scattered 

in the air ; 
Then like a moody, maniac he tore his matted 

hair. 
And beat his breast, and called on God to take 
his hateful life. 



221 

Andlay him softly in that tomb beside his angel wife ! 
Then, then he told a piteous tale, a tale of hope- 
less grief — 
The tear of listening S3anpathy afforded no relief. 
How poor he was, — ^how fond they lov'd ! — ^the 

agony of heart. 
When, by her father's stem command, they were 

compelled to part ! 
How he had dauntless fought amidst the battle's 

fiercest strife. 
To win from fortune's hand the boon to call that 

sweet one wife : 
He had retum'd, with victory's wreath encirchng 

his brow. 
To meet her smile — to claim her heart— oh, God! 

where was she now ? 
The busy voice of clamour told that she had died 

forgot. 
Far from her love, her childhood's home, in that 

sequestered cot ! 
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With none to kiss those dying eyes, or breathe 
the parting prayer. 

Or life's reluctant agony with tenderness to share ! 

She, she ! who'd only waked each mom to meet 
the eye of praise. 

And in the gladliness of youth enjoy their sum- 
mer gaze ! 

Oh ! dare my pensive muse impart the melancholy 
truth. 

And tell the deed delirium taught that poor heart- 
broken youth ? 

One mom the crimson tide of life bedew'd the 
bright green sod — 

May mercy plead his hapless fate, and deprecate 
his God ! 



TO A PORTRAIT. 

Sweet picture ! as I fondly gaze on thee, 
I almost deem thou art reality ! 
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Then each emotion of my bosom flies 

In conscious tears to these adoring eyes ! 

And thine, methinks, responding sadness shows. 

As if to S3rmpathize my pensive woes ! 

I wait impatient for the gentle tone. 

That bids my bosom throb for love alone ! 

That bids me lose each timid anxious fear. 

And softly whispers I am yet most dear ! 

In mute delight, I long enraptured gaze 

On the bland smile that round thy rich mouth 

plays. 
Till quite forgot, 'tis but a senseless shade. 
Which has my doting fancy thus betray'd ! 
I start to clasp thee to my panting heart. 
And find thee but the dull, cold work of art. 
'Tis then the chillness of thy lips repress 
The proffer'd fondness of each coy caress : 
'Tis then thou feelst not the impassion'd kiss. 
That vainly courts a soft return of bliss ! 
Tis then, those eyes so calm, so cold their rays. 
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As if they had forgot to love and gaze. 
That I in anguish turn away to grieve. 
And ahnost hate what could my heart deceive ! 
No ! no ! not hate ! the sudden blush which steals 
O'er my warm cheek but added love reveals ! 
That look of love ! that blush ! thou canst not see 
Telling my all of hope depends on thee ! 
Yes, dearest image ! thou shalt ever rest 
Ador'd in silence in this throbbing breast. 
To charm to gladness each obtrusive care. 
And lud this doubting bosom not despair ; 
To prcHspt the prayer that he alone may be 
Most blest, most envied, in his destiny ! 
With such a treasure shall I thankless deem 
Existence but a painful sorrowing dream ! 
No ! be the fond complaint for ever hush'd ! 
Be each reproachful tear for ever crush'd ! 
Let not one sigh of anguish swell the breast 
Where that dear portrait is so deep impress'd ! 
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FAREWELL. 

ARxwBLL ! my sweet and sunny home ; 

ho' change and trial be my lot, 

rhere'er my wayward footsteps roam 

tiou'lt never, never be forgot ! 

lould pleasure's captivating danee 

Uure me in her magic ring, 

liile it all other hearts entrance, 

ne thought to thee, sweet home, I'll fling ! 

lould melody's enchanting song 

iize on my fascinated ear; 

hile it the powerful spell prolong, 

1 give to thee, sweet home, a tear! 

lOuld 1 be wreck'd on the rude sea, 

ist naked on the friendless beach, 

y first, my only thought would be, 

y dear, my still loved home, to reach! 

' in the battle's doubtful strife. 
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Be left with none to pity me. 
Still to the latest spark of life. 
Dear, cherish'd home, l*d long for thee ! 
Yes, yes, thou well-remember'd spot, 
I'll give to thee my latest sigh; 
"When wearied with my out-cast lot, 
I'll turn again to thee to die! 
Ecstatic thought! the same blest spot 
That felt my infant bounding tread. 
When life's deception's are forgot, 
Shan friendly hide my aching head! 
Perchance the flower I planted there. 
In young hope's joyous bloom, * 
Escaped the blight of my despair. 
Shall shade my lonely tomb ! 
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SONGS. 



WHEN YOUNG ROSES SLEEP. 
When young roses sleep 'neath the timid moon-* 

light. 

And their blushes are hid by the soft veil of night ; 
When clustering lilfes their pillow have found 
Amid amorous violets which scent the fond 

ground, — 
And the stars in the heavens are sparkling in glee, 
O ! then I am pond'ring, thou loved one, on thee ! 

When the moon in its radiance awakens the rose. 
And arouses the lily from dew-kist repose, 
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And bids the young violet unclose its deep eye. 
And closes each star from the glad laughing sky, 
And the sun, like our Queen, rises glorious and 

free. 
Still, still I am pond'ring, thou loved one, on thee! 

When eve in its coyness steals over that sky. 
And fond birds are dreaming love's spring melody, 
And each jar of the false world is hush'd on mine 

ear. 
While the nightingale warbles in sympathy dear, 
Aud angels are listening in fondness to me. 
Still, still I am pond'ring, thou loved one, on thee! 



'TIS SUNG THAT YOUTHFUL POETS' DREAMS. 

'Tis sung that youthful poets' dreams 
Have pictured such seraphic eyes ; 
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Soft as yon azure sky, whose beams 
Have thrill'd their souls with glad surprise ! 

But I, in gazing thus on thine. 
Need no fond dreatid to tell their power, 

For, O ! they've so enchaiited mine. 
I trembling idolize each hour! 

And yet, beneath their down^cast lid. 

Pity and scorn are so at strife ; 
They wake the hope, but still forbid 

The heart to dare to give it life! 
Why must I worship that false beam 

Which shines, alas ! but yields no heat ? 
And worse than poet's idlest dream. 

My fond, my trusting heart may cheat ! 



O ! I HAVE FELT THE AGONY. 
A BAtLAD. 

O ! I H AVB felt the agony 
The fiercest heart e'er Wrung; 
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To hear again that melody 

Young trusted lips once sung — 

To hear it sung as sweetly too 
By lips almost as fair ; 

Which other hearts might dream as true. 
To wake to my despair ! 

I listened till I scarce could hear. 

My grief was so intense ! 
As if the strain, so sadly dear. 

Could lull each tort'ring sense — 
But that blest slumber of the soul 

Had but one moment's life ; 
Ere storms of memory o'er it roll 

To rouse to bitterer strife ! 

The cherish'd dreams young hope foretold. 
Ere felt thy falsehood's power; 

Like summer rosebuds would unfold. 
To perfume every hour — 



231 

Lie scattered o*er my wandering mind. 

In all their blight of bloom ; 
As the early flowers fond love once *twin*d 

Round a now forgotten tomb ! 



SONG. 

How beautiful is woman's eye. 
Seen through affection's tear ! 

Her bosom's softest, gentlest sigh. 
Proves her to man most dear ! 

And there are those who love her smile ! 
Her scorn they greatly fear ! 

But neither can the heart beguile 

Like one pellucid tear ! 
Her eye, when sparkling beauty shows. 

It dazzles but not charms ; 
Her cheek, when blushing as the rose. 

Our jealousy alaims ! 
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For can she feel true passion's smart. 

Nor still retain that rose ? 
Can love indeed dwell in her heart. 

Nor steal away repose ? 

No, love should be all sad, all pale. 

When woman feels his sway ! 
Wan as her cheek at pity's tale, 

That's wept its blush away ! 
Oh, I would have her heart so soft ! 

Her whispering tone so sweet ! 
That zephyr should not bear the sound 

For echo to repeat ! 



SONG. 

There is an hour the heart loves best. 
An hour that lovers prize I 

Tis when the sun retires to rest. 
The moon prepares to rise ! 
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Then twilight lends her shadowy veil. 
And spares the blush — the tear ! 

As love pours his resistless tale 
Into a gentle ear ! 

Then wildly sweet is woman's tone. 

Responding to our 'plain ! 
The faltering of her tongue alone 

Reveals she loves again ! 

Yes 1 at that hour— «that witching hour. 
The heart brooks no control ; 

But at her feet, in beauty's bower. 
Breathes out th* enamour'd soul ! 



01 IF LOVERS NEVER PARTED 

O ! IP lovers never parted 

In tears ! distracted ! broken-hearted ! 
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How would their hearts transported beat, 
When they again in raptures meet ! 

If beauty's eye ne'er lost its brightness ! 
If beauty's heart ne'er lost its lightness ! 
How would the lover prize each grace 
Which sparkles in its hope-lit face ? 

O ! sighs and tears are love's own treasures ! 
To brighten all its costly pleasures ! 
For years of anguish, grief and pain. 
Are paid when it but smiles again ! 



THERE IS A SWEET, A GENTLE THOUGHT. 

Thbrs is a sweet, a gentle thought. 
Which like a star on memory beams ; 

And, O ! each night with pity fraught. 
It glows the planet of my dreams ! 
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rhat thought, when anguish wrings my breast. 
Can charm each frantic tear away; 

Can soothe my wild despair to rest, 
And almost bid my soul be gay ! 

That thought ! that bright, that sunny thought ! 

Which lights my gloom of misery ; 
Its sympathetic radiance caught. 

Most loved, most idolized, from thee ! 



No, dearest ! I can ne'er believe 
That laughing eye could ever grieve ; 
It looks too bright, too glad, too clear. 
E'er to have felt woe's dimming tear ! 

What gives the brightness to those eyes. 
Which wakes in thine such fond surprise ? 
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The sight of thee ! for when not near 
lis then I shed the anguish'd tear ! 

Ah ! do not think this eye's bright beam, 
Has ne'er been dimm'd bat in a dream ; 
The veriest tear despair e'er showers. 
Has rain'd frotn it in absence hoars ! 

No more shalt thoa one sorrow know. 
To bid the tear obtrusive flow ; 
For ever shall I still be near, 
To chide that hope-destroying tear ! 



WHEN ALL AR£ HUSH'D TO PEACE AND REST. 

A BALLAD. 

When all are hush'd to peace and rest. 
And watching angels take their place. 
Thine image rises in my breast. 
Replete with every mocking grace ! 
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Again the tear of anguish flows ; 
Again I struggle to forget ; 
Again, oh ! bitterest of woes ! 
I feel thou art remember'd yet ! 

Remember'd ! would I have thee not ? 
Oblivion would be agony ! 
Life, hope, despair must be forgot ! 
All ! all ! ere thou'rt forgot by me ! 



SONG. 

I THOUGHT that I no more should weep, — 

That I could even hear 
The name which robb'd mine eyes of sleep. 

Without one single tear. 

I thought — how idle was the thought ! 
That if again we met. 
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The tone of sorrow thou had'st taught 
I proudly would forget ! 

But oh ! what tender memories wake. 

When on thy form I gaze ! 
This throbbing heart could easier break 

Than not bound at thy praise ! 

Forget ! ah ! yes, I do forget 

Thy cruelty to me ! 
And the lone tear of fond regret 

I still must shed for thee ! 



SONG. 

Oh ! come to me, at that mystic hour. 
When every leaf is sleeping. 
And the nightingale in her hawthorn bower 
For her truant mate is weeping ! 
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And I will whisper a magic word. 

The fays will long to hear. 

As they dance o'er the soft green sward. 

By their own moonlight dear I 

But it*s not for ear of fay or elf. 

All beauteous tho' they be ; 

But, Mary, for thy lovelier self; 

Come, sweet ! then list to me. 

It is of love, unchanging love, — 

The moon sha'n't hear my plain. 

Nor slumbering echoes, when they move. 

Repeat the word again ! 

Come, then, and in the moonlight clear. 

As that fond word I speak. 

My lips shall catch the starry tear. 

That sparkles on thy cheek ! 

Yes ! by that soft and dewy light. 

How sweet 'twill be to see 

The tear pause on thy cheek so bright. 

That trembling falls for me ! 
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WHEN BEAUTY, LOVE AND HOPE. 

When " beauty," " love/' "hope,"— the bright 

trio— combine 
Around youth'^ warm heart their soft fetters to 

twine. 
Unsuspecting he eagerly clasps the frail treasures, 
And yields up each thought to the treacherous 

pleasures. 
But "beauty" deceives, distracted "love" g^eves. 
And " hope " in mockery scornful flies ; 
While each fair flower in life's spring bower. 
In rifled fragrance drooping dies. 

But away with despair ; lo ! a soft balmy mom ! 
And hark ! how melodious the joy-breathing horn ; 
While each beautiful hound, awoke at the sound, 
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Starts up for the chase with a heart-thrilling 

bound ; 
Oh ! then it is sweet, on a hunter that's fleet. 
With an eye like the bird that adores the sun's 

light. 
To rush o'er each hill, o'er each loud gushing rill. 
And dare the bold fence which opposes our flight. 

Yes ! the love that deceives not, the beauty that's 

true. 
Is a fine scenting mom, with the fields gemm'd 

with dew ; 
And the hope 1 most prize bids each vain terror 

flee; 
For the greater the danger the greater the glee. 
Then what words can impart the gladness of 

heart. 
When the fox breaks from covert, Hark ! forward, 

away ! 

R 
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On a hunter whose breath lasts well up to the 

death, 
While Errington's smile crowns the joys of the 

day? 



THB END. 
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